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EVERYBODY'S SECRET 



PART I. 

CHAPTER I. 



A FEW NOTES ABOUT MR. WELBY, SOAP^ BABIES, AND 
SOCIETY. 

THE proprietor of the world-famous Garden 
Soap and all its branches — shaving sticks, 
perfumes, powders, and hair-oils — Mr. Peter 
Welby, sat with his back to the Albert Memorial, in 
his favorite chair. 

It was April, and the beds in Kensington Gardens 
blazed with the colors of spring. A mild breeze, like 
a living thing, fingered the flowers lightly and rang 
their colors together this way and that as if they were 
part of a musical instrument whose notes gave out 
pink, and green, and white chords. Of such a ten- 
derness is spring in London, when the whole earth 
becomes a mother, that it appeared that some magic 
hand had washed away the ages, and London had 
gone back to its original fields and brooks. 

Something of the sort passed through Welby's mind 
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8 EVERYBODY'S SECRET 

as he sat there, and the society which knew him would 
have fallen dumb with surprise and suspicion to dis- 
cover a heart under one of his celebrated waistcoats. 
Although society knew that Welby was Soap, they 
also knew that Soap was not Welby. At thirty he 
had inherited Garden Soap from his godfather, Sir 
John Green, the inventor of the world-famous article 
that made his fortune. To-day at thirty-five, Welby, 
whose parents were both dead, found himself in the 
possession of twenty thousand a year, and nothing to 
do. He had delivered Gardens over to a capable 
manager, and, as he said, "washed his hands of the 
whole affair." 

He had once said to his aimt. Lady Pash«n, "Before 
I came into my suds I was a decent being enough." 

"But I hope you're decent now," she said. 

"I don't go about in pyjamas, if that's what you 
mean," said Welby. 

"Why must you be frivolous, Peterbob?" asked his 
aunt. 

"If I wasn't frivolous," he said, "I should be over- 
weighed by my burden of washing the world." 

"You ought to marry," said Lady Pashen decid- 
edly. 

"How can I marry, my dear aunt, when I am in this 
ridiculous position ? I see a charming girl " 

"June Dorrington, for instance " 

"Very well, June Dorrington " 

"A perfectly sweet child," said his aimt 

"It doesn't alter the case," said Welby. "I see her. 
I know she washes with me in the morning, she uses 
me for her hair, the shine on her nails is mine, and 
mine also the perfume she uses so discreetly. I can't 
marry my own shop." 
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lie." 

>y, "nobody is more im- 
Fm not a man, I am a 

or these reasons, Welby 
itifully dressed, slightly 
Lchelor. So well dressed, 
riting to her sister, said, 
)wadays that you never 
Which was one of those 
truth for which she was 

chair and looked about 

expressive face wore a 

t was a face one would 

Jl, a clear-cut, humorous 

crisp hair, a long face 

gray eyes, and a very 

nd of which Welby had 

was amused. 

Dut of place in the long 

'ers and the babies and 

eceptive being that he 

seemed to belong to any atmosphere, yet here was the 

last place in which one wouk' have expected to see an 

el^;ant gentleman of thirty-five with an eye-glass 

dangling on a string. 

A torrent of life poured past him, as if London had 
let loose a river of babies and directed the stream 
down this flowered walk. They looked like the flow- 
ers themselves, and some heaven-sent instinct in their 
unimaginative mothers had caused them to be dressed 
in almost the colors of the flowers. Their faces, cer- 
tainly, were as open and innocent, their joyous dan- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



lo EVERYBODY'S SECRB''', 

cing steps seemed to be swayed by the same wind that 
stirred the flowers. Like a stream of life they flowed 
past him: white and pink, in perambulators guided 
by demure, motherly nurses, these lords and ladies of 
creation glided by. A rush and romp afttr a puppy, a 
timid trial with a wooden hoop, a pretentious gravity 
over an enormous doll — every picture of childhood in 
this narrow space came past Welby as he sat at his 
ease. Several children caught his smiling eye and 
returned the smile; several bom flirts of six and 
seven turned to smile again. There wais a babble of 
shrill talk and laughter, and occasionally a oooing 
sound from a nurse improvising a lullaby. 

That which lay in the depths of WAby's heart came 
to the surface now. The picture of the gardens was 
blotted out, and he saw the Welby of six years ago, 
before Soap killed his dreams and stopped his strug- 
gles. He saw another garden, saw the moon on a field 
of daffodils, heard himself say, ^'Forever and ever." 
A tremendous longing came over him, and he won- 
dered, as he wondered every day, if he had done the 
right thing. 

He was roused from thi% introspective mood by a 
tremendous shout of "Hello, Peterbob I" 



II. 

AN ACCURATE DESCRIPnON OF THE HE80. 

"Hello, Toby," said Welby; "take another chair, 
they're only a penny." 

The chair creaked as it felt Toby Quarrenden's 
weight. 
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"What the blazes are you mooning alkmt here for?" 
asked Toby. 

"Mayn't I moon where I please, you silly old ass?" 

"I'm oflF to the Pyrenees," said Toby, lighting a 
cigarette. 

"Then you are going the wrong way," said Welby, 
smiling. "You ought to know they are due south, 
and you are going due east. Rotten idea of geog^a- 
phy." 

"Honestly," said Toby, "if anybody had told me I 
should knock up against you in this baby-show, I'd 
just have laughed." 

"I sit here," said Welby, untruthfully, "for the sheer 
pleasure of having my back to the Albert Memorial. 
I regard it as a silent but emphatic testimony of my 
intense disapproval." 

"Don't the kids bore you?" said Toby. 

"As for the children," Welby replied, "you are the 
greatest baby of the lot." 

Toby Quarrenden shook with laughter. 

It was, in a large measure, very true. Toby, splen- 
did, six foot three, a great giant of strength, was ex- 
actly like a child. The ring of his laugh was free 
from anything but pure delight in life and himself. 
No clothes ever fitted him properly : his bulk put them 
out of shape at once, though he was not fat but gen- 
erously built. He was beyond clothes. He looked 
like a piece of nature, like a strong horse in a field, 
like a straight growing tree. Out of the comer of his 
eye Welby looked at his *friend and marveled that 
such a great, uncomplex, childlike creature could live 
in this age. Toby was the most single-minded man 
he had ever met. Toby had placed his hat on his 
knee, and his fair hair shone in the sun. 
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"It isn't fair," said Welby to him. "Men don't 
have gold hair, only children and heroines in melo- 
dramas. But there, you're a child — a. perfect child. I 
should never be surprised to see you bowling an enor- 
mous hoop down Piccadilly." 

"Honestly," said Toby seriously, "I often think I 
should like to." 

"Or dashing into the Carlton with a wild whoop 
and scalping a waiter." 

"I believe it would do a lot of good," said Toby 
still more seriously. "Do you know, Peterbob, I can't 
understand the kind of life you, and all you kind of 
chaps, care to lead. I think — ^yes, I really do think 
(Toby had always to reassure himself when he gave 
vent to an idea) that I'd as soon be a mummy." 

Welby, the man of nerves, looked at his friend, the 
man of muscles, and sighed. 

"You are a huntsman of the Middle Ages," he said, 
"a perfectly incongruous person. Get off my earth, 
Toby: you disturb the butterflies." 

"To get back," said Toby, "what on earth arc you 
doing here? Come along, and have tea with Chris- 
tine." 

"Christine Macaire?" Welby said, his eyebrows 
nearly in his hair. "For a perfect child you choose 
the most extraordinary games." 

"Shut up." 

"I am as closed as an oyster," said Welby. "And 
I will answer your first question. This, young Tobias, 
is the best seat in the world. With my back to that 
beastly object, which ought to be under a glass case 
on a giant's mantelpiece, I face the fountain of youth." 

"For goodness' sake be clear," said Toby. 

"I refuse to be trite," said Welby ; "besides, I want 
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to talk, not to argue. I come here to keep young. I 
come here to drink life out of all these delicious 
babies, to rid myself of all the superfluous age I 
gather in the week. It is my soul's Turkish bath." 

"When you talk like this," said Toby, "I never un- 
derstand you." 

"I don't want to be understood," Welby replied, 
digging his stick into the groimd, "I want to be sym- 
pathized with. I want a comfortable idiot like you to 
say 'Rot I'" 

"Rot!" said Toby heartily. "You want a change. 
Come to Venasque with me, and climb." 

"First you ask me to tea with a celebrated actress, 
and then you ask me to climb mountains. Toby, when 
I'm bored you are more stupid than usual." 

"What's the matter?" asked Toby. 

"My dear chap, everything's the matter. Once I 
craved, positively craved for money; I wanted — 
everything. Now I've got all the money I want, I 
don't want anything. Toby, I'm about nothing. I'm 
a sort of bank, that's all. I made an awful blunder 
cmce, and it's too late to repair it, and the worst of it 
is, I don't know if I want to repair it. I get a sort of 
angry amusement out of life. This beastly Soap — I 
can't get away from it. You shave with me, women 
powder with me, these blessed babies get me in their 
eyes, and what do I get out of it ? — bubbles. I meant 
my life to be — oh I the usual young idea — about a 
woman, all about one woman, and it's about nothing. 
Have you gone to sleep?" 

"Rather not, old chap," said Toby. "I was think- 
ing. You seem so keen on these babies, and you're not 
the sort of chap who would ever marry. Why not 
adopt one?" 
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Welby's laughter shook his chair, and nearly caused 
a child to fall out of a perambulator. 

"My dear Toby," he said, "a stroke -of genius I 
Imagine my arrival in Melbury Road with an imp of 
six holding on to my hand ! Sawyer opens the door. 
*Show my daughter, Miss Welby, to her room. Saw- 
yer, and tell her dinner is at eight.' " 

"You'd have to dine in the middle of the day," said 
Toby quite gravely. * 

"Imagine my relations I" said Welby, his face 
wrinkled with smiles. "Aunt Edna, who hopes I shall 
die young and leave her brat my money. Or old 
Emily Pashen, who wants to marry me to every pre- 
sentable girl she sees. Toby, I'd like to do it for the 
fun of the thing. It would have to be a girl, of course. 
Fair?" He paused to think. "Yes, fair, with hair like 
yours. Not too much of a romp, but full of fun. 
Very dainty — ^by jingo 1 I could dress a child " 

"Are you serious or not?" said Toby. 

"Serious!" cried Welby, laughing again. "I— • 

I " Then he paused to think again, and his face 

grew suddenly grave: "I don't know." 

"I honestly think it's a good idea," said Toby. 

"No man but a heaven-bom, innocent, good chap 
like you, Toby, would ever have thought of it — for 
me especially. One can't help being fond of you, 
you're so absolutely like a St. Bernard, or something 
better, really." 

"What would you call the girl, Peterbob?" Toby 
always stuck to his point. 

Then, quite unexpectedly, Welby's dream came to 
him again, and he spoke as if he were describing 
something he had seen. "The poor little devil nearly 
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died, so they christened it in a hurry, and I could only 
think of Phyllis." 

"What's that?" said Toby sharply. 

"Oh, it's out of a book," Welby answered. "Come 
on, you've restored my belief in human nature. Now 
I want some tea." 

"At Christine's?" 

"You're a great pal of Christine's, aren't you ?" said 
Welby, looking closely at his friend. 

"Next to you, old chap, I like her better than any 
one I know, as a pal." 

"As a pal — of course," said Welby, smiling. 

"Don't be an ass," Toby answered as he got out of 
his chair. "She's like a sister — no rot about anything, 
don't you know. We understand each other. Why, 
my dear chap, she's just like a man." 

"Christine Macaire!" said Welby. '*Well, I dare 
say she is, though she strikes me as being exactly like 
the most womanly woman I've ever met. You're a 
lucky devil, Toby, you find gold in every mine you 
quarry ; but you put most of it there yourself, though 
you don't know it." 

"Coming?" said Toby. 

"No, thanks," Welby replied, rising languidly. "I'm 
going to get measured for a cigarette case. My best 
k)ve, if the fair Christine will accept such a tattered 
present. And you'll dine with me to-night at home ?" 

"To-night?" asked Toby. 

"At eight o'clock." 

Toby searched the expanse of his waistcoat and 
found a minute diary, in which he looked up the date. 

"The sight of a man of your proportions tying 
himself to a thumbnail list of engagements is truly 
pitiable," said Welby. 
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"The fourteenth," said Toby gravely. "I'm on." 

He turned away toward Hyde Park Comer, leaving 
Welby standing looking after him. 

"That's the best man in England," said Welby. 
Then he turned sharply away and nearly knocked 
over a little girl with golden hair. 

"I beg your pardon, my dear," he said, taking oflF 
his hat; "I hope I didn't hurt you." 

"No, thank you," said the child, running oflF. 

"Au revoir, Phyllis," said Welby, ahnost uncon- 
sciously. 
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CHAPTER II. 

CHRISTINE: AN INTERESTING WOMAN. 

The author of seven volumes of essays, notably, 
Wanderings zvith the Gods and The Shifting Scene, 
became, in much the same careless way he lived and 
died, part author of his most extraordinary gift to the 
world, Christine Macaire. 

Patrick Macaire, finding himself in the south of 
Devonshire — he was always finding himself some- 
where, and wondering quite how he came to be there, 
— chanced to be invited to stay in the house of Mrs. 
Moon, a lady of old family with a beautiful daughter, 
Mrs. Moon was a great admirer of Patrick's work, so 
he repaid the compliment by falling in love with hers. 
Two years after his marriage to Barbara Moon 
Macaire died heavily in debt, after having spent his 
wife's and his mother-in-law's money in a foolish 
speculation. Macaire' s Reviezv died a natural death 
after two volumes. Mrs. Moon followed the Review, 
then Patrick succumbed, and, finally, when Christine, 
his daughter, was ten years old, Mrs. Macaire took a 
chill and joined her husband. 

An actor, by name Denis O'Doone, Patrick's only 
real friend, appeared at the mother's funeral, over- 
appropriately dressed, and claimed guardianship over 
Christine. At ten and a half Christine's clear voice 

17 
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was heard to say over footlights at Harrogate, 
"Mother, father did not kill Mr. Stevenson — there is 
the man." In this way, in a lurid melodrama, Chris- 
tine made her first public appearance. During the 
next eight years she played over two hundred parts, 
including Ophelia, which Mrs. O'Doone was too fat 
to play, and even Hamlet for three nights when Mr. 
O'Doone was laboring under the idea that he was the 
shepherd to a flock of elephants. Then the O'Dooncs 
vanished, Mr. CyDoone into a grave in Scotland, and 
Mrs. O'Doone with a young gentleman with no brains 
and much money. 

After a pause of two years Qiristine made her first 
bow in a West End theatre as the leading lady in 
Strangeways, and after that her immense and imme- 
diate success brought her to the front rank of popular 
favorites. Much as was written about her, and her 
home, and her dogs, and her wonderful country gar- 
den, no real news of her private life ever appeared. 
After that pause of two years she appeared suddenly, 
wealthy, well dressed, wonderfully beautiful — the pet 
of her moment. Toby Quarrenden had then known 
her for eight years. They were the same age — 
twenty. Now that they were thirty their friendship 
was cemented by a thousand ties. He had met her 
by a curious accident 

In the exercise of his peculiar duties— of which 
much has to be related at a fitting time — he was riding 
an enormous gray mare down a turning of the Ripley 
Road in the direction of Ockham Mill. There was a 
Quarrenden House there, St. Hubert's, which he had 
to visit. When he arrived in sight of the house he 
found a horse tethered to the gate post, and Captain ^ 
Sharidey, the inhabitant of St Hubert's, in deep con- 
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versation with a lady. Toby dismounted^ gave the 
reins to a man who came out of a side gate, and fotmd 
himself face to face with a beautiful dark girl. 

"Mr. Toby Quarrenden," she said at once, holding 
out her hand. "You see, I know all about you. Cap- 
tain Sharkley and I are great friends, aren't wc, you 
obstinate old man?" 

"This IS Miss Christine Macaire," said the Captain, 
"and she insists that my roses are in a bad way lor 
want of water.*' 

"So they are," said Christine. 

'TRoses don^t require half the water Miss Macaire 
wants me to give them. You see, Toby, the soil 
here " 

"What does he know about soil?" said Christine. 

"I'm supposed to know a great deal," Toby said. 
"It's part of my job." 

"Well, just come and look at my roses and then 
you'll understand," said Christine. 

"You're wrong, Miss Macaire. Why, bless my 
soul!" said the Captain, "I've grown roses for ten 
years. I began when you were in short frocks." 

"If you are going to quarrel with me you must call 
me Christine." 

"Can you argue with that?" said the Captain hope- 
lessly. 

"I've got two cold chickens and salad, and soir»« 
Devonshire cream," said Christme calmly, "so yoa i 
better both come to lunch with me, if you will. I 
want to go on talking, but I'm hungry." 

"There, now," said the Captain, "the artfulness of 
the babe!" 

"Will you come?" said Christine to Toby. "It's 
quite proper : I've got the ugliest, dearest companion 
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out of Ireland. Do cornel You can smoke all over 
the house." 

"The cigarette seems to be Eve's modem apple," 
said the Captain, laughing. 

"I should like to come, very much," said Toby, "if 
it's really all right — I mean, if you really want me." 

"Oh ! you needn't be afraid. Patricia Dumblederry 
won't eat you. Captain, dear, do come, too." 

"Did you ever hear the like?" said the Captain. 
"The ways of the serpent and the voice of a cooing 
dove. Wait till I get my hat." 

"Isn't he an old darling?" said Christine, turning to 
Toby. 

"He's a good sort, old Sharkley," he answered. 

It was a memorable lunch for Toby, as it was the 
forerunner of many. 

Toby Quarrenden had felt the want of a sister all 
his twenty years, and when he told Christine Macaire 
this, at their third meeting, she had patted his arm 
and said in a brisk voice, "All right, brother Toby, 
I'll be sister Christine as long as you want me — which 
won't be long, I fancy." He had said "Rot !" That 
settled the compact, eight years ago. 

She was wonderfully beautiful; indeed, her beauty 
was a quarter of her success. She had a clear olive 
skin, a mass of dark hair dressed very neatly, a fine 
big figure — very graceful, with a suggestion of 
strength, — and she was tall, and stood and walked 
well. Christine was one of the best fencers in Lx)n- 
don, and looked it. Her manner is difficult to describe, 
because it was so open and natural. She had an al- 
most childish way of speaking her mind direct, which 
was partly genuine and partly used as a safeguard. 
With Toby she was simplicity itself. She spoke her 
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heart freely: lectured him about his appearance, 
played the sister to perfection, and gave him just the 
touch of femininity he required, since he had no sister 
and his mother had died when he was six. 

Patricia Dumblederry, who, despite her appearance, 
was a very sentimental widow of forty-five, spoke se- 
verely to Christine on the subject. 

"You'll have the boy in love with you," she said. 

"Pat," said Christine, "don't talk or think nonsense. 
I've dealt with enough men, even in my short time, to 
know what Fm doing. Toby has given me the clean- 
est, best bit of his large heart, and my love for him is 
going to be my luxury. I've often longed for a love 
like his — a love without self-interest. It's like having 
a tree in love with you, or a g^eat big dog. Don't 
talk nonsense, Pat, or we shall quarrel." She had a 
decided temper, had Christine. 

Toby, as he now crossed the Park toward Chris- 
tine's house in Westminster, was thinking that he must 
tell her about Welby. Ever since he had known her 
he had saved up any complex problems to put before 
her. Welby was generally their topic when conversa- 
tion failed ; his nervous, quaint view of life made lim- 
itless talks possible. Sometimes he came with Toby, 
more rarely alone. Christine and he had a little con- 
spiracy about Toby which was the key of their friend- 
ship. Numbers of Toby's friends had little conspiracies 
about him. There was a general determination, a gen- 
eral understanding that Toby should be kept blind. 
That he was blind, as blind as a kitten, to the work- 
ings of the world, they all knew. His peculiar work 
helped to make him so. From the day he stroked his 
school eight, from the day he stroked the Oxford boat 
until the present day, he had always been in training. 
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After he had come down from Oxford his life had 
been lived on horseback in the open air looking after 
his father's hobby, the Quarrenden Charity, or in 
climbing motmtains, or shooting bear or lizard, or 
some such muscular sport. He never asked Christine 
questions about her life, but was well content with 
what she chose to tell him; ready to help her with in» 
vestments, for he had a knowledge of mcMiey, — ^in 
fact, he was, in every way, an excellent brother. 

When he was in London, which was about once a 
month, he visited her every day at stated hours which 
she gave him. They dined at six, Christine generally 
left for the theatre at seven-thirty, and they supped, 
often, with Welby at his house, or at Christine's in 
iWestminster, and occasionally at a small restaurant — 
seldom m any well-known one, unless it was with a 
party of friends. "The world," said Patricia Dumble- 
derry, who was Christine's mouthpiece on occasion, 
"would not understand." "It's a rotten world," said 
Toby heartily, and never gave it another thought. 

Toby had had his little love affairs as a healthy boy 
has mumps and measles. He had gained from them 
no knowledge of women, and only a mild exhilaration 
for himself. In fact, they put a cloud in front of 
women for him, and made him more chivalrous be- 
fore his veil of mystery, a little more afraid of the 
sanctity of the feminine throne, and more ready to 
place the sex on a purely suppositious pedestal of his 
own making. This made Patricia annoyed as a senti- 
mentalist, and positively angry as a woman. But it 
made Christine, who saw a good deal of the dingy 
side of her fellow sisters, more aflFectionate than ever. 

When Toby heard some of Christine's mildest 
stories of girls' experiences, he said, "He was damned 
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if it wasn't a rotten world." He neither meant he 
was damned, nor that the world was rotten, but his 
remark was just the remark of a big dog that growls 
and wags its tail at the same time, and then falls to at 
a bone. 

With this history of friendship behind him, and a 
promise of tea and more friendship before him, Toby 
strode across the Green Park mightily, admired the 
ducks, looked with interest and a feeling of pride at 
Buckingham Palace, was pleased to see the soldiers, 
but never gave so much as a glance at the beauties of 
Westminster Abbey or the wonderful color of the sky. 
So, with an inclination to whistle, for he felt very fit, 
to Christine's front door. 

In a few moments his huge form was filling the 
narrow staircase. 
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CHAPTER ra. 

A MORE OR LESS DOMESTIC PICTURE. 

Christine had what Patricia Dumblederry described 
as "a sketchy idea of history ; a mind like a borrowed 
scrap album, and a decided notion of comfort." Miss 
Dumblederry had said when they were furnishing the 
house, "My dear, if we are going to be Georgian, let 
us be Georgian; if oak, let us be all oak; I hate mix- 
tures." 

"Pat, darling," Christine had replied, "your rooms 
shall be Queen Anne, or whatever you like, down to 
the coal-box ; but mine — well, mine must be me. Look 
at that adorable what-do-you-call-it" 

"That, my dear child, is a Sheraton sideboard, and, 
as you have already muddled the man by choosing six 
sideboards and two dressers, I think you had better 
make up your mind." 

"Pm not built that way, Pat," said Christine. "And 
if I can't have that sideboard for a dressing table I 
shall die." 

"Very well," said Miss Dumblederry. "If you want 
your room to look like a private dining room with a 
bed in it, please yourself. Oak for me — ^we had it at 
home." 

"Am I being cross, Pat darling?" 

"On the contrary," said the yielding lady; "I'm 
cross, and that's because I'm so tired I could choose 
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that dressing table for the drawing-room and outrage 
all ideas of history at once." 

The dressing table in the drawing-room is one of 
Christine's prides. She has turned it, somehow, into 
a bookcase. 

When Toby entered the room the curtains were 
drawn, and the firelight alone showed Christine curled 
up on a sofa trying to read a play more or less in the 
dark. 

"Hello, Toby!" she said. 

"Why this darkness?" said he from the doorway. 

"Pat said if I tried to read by the firelight it would 
hurt my eyes, and as she's in a very correcting mood 
I said I'd try." 

"And has it?" asked Toby. 

"Most awfully," Christine replied. "Be a dear and 
turn on the lights." 

"I don't know why it is," she said when the lights 
were turned on, "that, because I once played a woman 
who took drugs and was madly in love with a monk, 
people always send me plays to read in which I either 
die of poison, or marry a high-church clergyman and 
run away with his bishop. I suppose people who write 
plays have more time to be stupid than other people. 
Sit down, Toby, and tell me things." 

"I've got an off-month," said Toby, "and Vm going 
to Venasque to climb." 

"You've such a bald way of putting things!" said 
Christine. "Do you want tea? If you do, ring. 
Oh!" — ^as Toby moved across the room — ^"be careful, 
you great bear !" 

"Sorry," said he, as he cruised round a fragile table 
covered with silver ornaments ; "but all this stuff gets 
in a chap's way. I'm a clumsy brute." 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



96 EVERYBODY'S SECRET 

''Tea, Marie, please/' said Christine, m the maid 
appeared. "Now, Toby, why have you a month's 
holiday? And why Venasque? And what do you 
think of my flowers ?" 

"They're all right," he said, looking slowly round 
at the profusion of vases and plants in the room. 
"This place is always like a garden.'^ 

"Now about the holiday." 

"Fm fed up with England," said Toby, "so I saw 
the guv'nor, and he said 'all right,' so I'm off." 

"It seetos very simple," said Christine, smiling. 

"What more do you want?" 

"I suppose you've forgotten that The Closed Door 
finishes on Saturday, and I've got a month of more or 
less idleness." 

The tea had come in by now, and Toby's mouth was 
full of buttered bun. 

"What are you going to do with yourself?" he 
asked. 

"Coming to Venasque," Christine replied mis- 
chievously. 

"Ck)od lord!" said Toby. 

"Why not?" 

"But I say, why not? Why not? Honestly, I 
say, what a ripping idea! And you've never been 
there." 

"I notice I'm not to have any more tea," said Chris- 
tine. 

"But I say," said Toby, passing her the bun, "I'm 
going to-morrow." 

"Don't be stupid," said Christine. "Of course I 
can't come." 

"Oh, rot!" said he. 
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"You can't dismiss the gossiping world with 'RotT " 
said she. 

"Bring the Dumbledcrry along. We'll have a 
gorgeous time. You can fish, and climb, and mouch 
about in any old clothes. Mind you, old clothes." 

"I always have to get those sort of old clothes made 
for me," she said. 

"Where's Patricia?" said Toby, woken to energy. 
"I bet she'll come." 

"Pat is out visiting some fads of hers in the neigh- 
boring sltuns. I'm sure they'd rather she didn't worry 
them, but it's her hobby, not theirs. She will implore 
them to wash, and dirt, as I'm always telling her, be- 
comes them so much better. The poor without dirt 
would be rather like Old Masters without varnish: 
don't you think so, Toby?" 

"Talking about washing," said Toby, "I met Peter- 
bob to-day in a perfect fit of blues." 

"Everything Peterbob has is a perfect fit," said 
Qiristine. 

"I advised him to adopt a child," said Toby, with 
a very sage air. 

"Aren't you enough?" Christine replied, laughing. 
"Toby, you're a terror to your friends. There, smoke 
a cigarette, or a pipe, and don't look so serious." 

"I thought it a jolly good idea," said Toby. 

"It's the kind of idea," she answered, "that a sledge- 
hammer might have about a liquor glass. Toby, as 
I've often told you, Peterbob has a secret love story 
hidden away under his waistcoat, and neither you nor 
I will ever find it out." 

At this moment Miss Dumblederry entered the 
room. 
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"A cigarette, at once," she cried. "My nostrils arc 
aching with the smell of back rooms." 

"Slumming?" said Christine. 

"My pet people — drunkards !" said Patricia. "Isn't 
it too awful ? You jieedn't smile, Christine ; Irish peo- 
ple, too, and so plausible. Christine, I insist on your 
writing to the papers. Toby, you must take it up." 

"What up?" asked Toby. 

"Isn't it your life's work?" she answered quickly, 
"sorting out deserving cases. Why, the woman prom- 
ised me all sorts of things, and I found out that the 
man used Light in Darkness for pipe-lights. Pah! 
they weren't even witty about it." 

"Pat," said Christine, "calm yourself; I've got 
some news for you. Peterbob Welby's going to adopt 
a child, and we are going to Venasque." 

"Madness!" said Patricia. 

"Which ?" asked Christine in a purring voice. 

"That man adopt a child!" said Patricia, angrily 
tapping her foot on the ground. "I suppose he has 
a fancy to bring it up a Hindoo, or put it in a cabinet. 
Indeed!" 

"My idea," said Toby stoutly. "He's such a lonely 
devil." 

"So would you be," she retorted, "if you thought 
about nothing but yourself from morning to night. 
What sort of child? I know of heaps I'd like to sec 
adopted." 

"Bravo, Pat!" from Christine. "Do you notice, 
Toby, that Pat's like a good fairy in a bad temper. 
Pat, you're a duck." 

"Indeed, I refuse to be treated as a bird," said 
Patricia. "I'll settle Mr. Welby's child. Now, what 
about this folly of Venasque?" 
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"You see," Toby began to explain, "Fve got an 
oflF-month and I thought we might all meet at 
Venasque — as it were by chance," he added, smiling at 
his diplomacy. 

Patricia threw up her hands. "And what of the 
proprieties, I ask you, mad children?" 

"Let the proprieties stop at home," said Christine, 
"and learn the commandment which says Thou shalt 
not tell nasty stories behind people's backs; and thou 
shalt not talk any kind of scandal !' " 

"Or any rot of that sort," added Toby. 

"I'm going," Christine said, in a voice Patricia 
knew. It generally finished any discussion. 

"I suppose I'm to paint water-color sketches and 
collect plants while you two risk your necks climbing? 
Oh, welll" Patricia folded her hands in submission. 

"We'll ask Peterbob," said Toby. "He doesn't 
climb: he sits about with a drink and a telescope, and 
talks about his food." 

"A nice companion," said Patricia, sniffing. 

"He always amuses you, Pat darling," said Chris- 
tine. "Besides, you know how badly I want a real 
rest." 

"Ill ask Peterbob to-night," said Toby, rising. 
"He'll be as keen as mustard." 

"If you promise me the sight of Mr. Welby being 
as keen as mustard over anything, I shall go with 
pleasure," said Patricia. 

"Then it's settled," said Christine sweetly. 

"It was settled when you first dreamed of it," Pa- 
tricia replied. "You make up your mind like a frog — 
you leap and you're there." 

"I'm dining with Welby at eight," said Toby, "and 
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I'll make him come. Good-by, Christine. It'll be rip^ 
ping fun, Patricia." 

"Give him my love, Toby," said Christine. "Won't 
you send him yours, Pat ?" 

"Present my kind regards to Mr. Welby," Patricia 
said, turning to Toby, "and tell him that if he is seri- 
ous, really serious, about adopting a child, I shall be 
very pleased to help him." 

Christine bubbled over with laughter. "Toby," she 
cried, "Miss Dumblederry's love to Peterbob, and if 
he likes to adopt a mother at the same time, she will 
be delighted to apply for the post." 

"Right-oh!" said Toby; and they could hear him 
roaring with laughter as he went down the stairs. 

"Christine," said Patricia, when the front door had 
slammed, "I'm ashamed of you." 

"Pat," said a repentant voice from the sofa, "I'm 
tired." 

And in a moment Miss Dumblederry was cosseting 
her with all the sweet words at her command — and 
they were many. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A SUPPRESSED CONFIDENCE. AN AFTER-DINNER DIS- 
CRETION. 

Welby was standing by the window looking at the 
trees in Holland Park ; a few faint stars showed above 
them ; there was a thin, delicate blue mist below. 

He Spoke over his shoulder to Toby, who was sit- 
ting deep in an armchair looking at a Bradshaw. 

"Do you ever feel the spring in your blood?" asked 
Welby. 

"Rather, old chap," Toby replied, keeping his finger 
on a junction in the time-table. 

"I shouldn't have thought it," said Welby, his eyes 
back on the stars. 

"I get three spots," said Toby, "nearly always in 
the same place, and I cut them when I shave." 

A faint smile crossed Welb/s face. "That wasn't 
what I meant in the least," he said. "I mean a stir- 
ring in you, like the trees and the flowers. Of course 
you don't — I'm only thinking aloud." 

"Venasque, and a jolly lot of exercise, will cure all 
that," said Toby heartily. 

"There's only one cure for it," said Welby, "and 
the birds know that." 

"We can get through in the day and night, if you 
like," was Toby's reply. "I'll wire for a carriage." 

"Yet you have a soul above Bradshaw," said Welby, 
still looking at the stars. 
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"I don't know so much about that," said Toby. 
"Nothing I enjoy so much as looking up trains." 

"You wouldn't believe me if I told you that I'm 
looking up a train now. A trcdn de luxe for myself, 
to escape — myself. I want a new star all to myself. 
There's the difference between us, Toby: you eat 
what you choose, and I choose what I cat." He 
turned away from the window and sat down opposite 
his friend. 

"There are lots of things I could tell you — only, 
what's the use?" he said. 

"Fire away," said Toby cheerily. "I'm not a damn 
bit of good — ^but here I am." 

"Yes, there you are," said Welby. "As solid as the 
Bank of England." 

"Soap on your mind again ?" 

"In a roundabout way it has a good deal to do 
with it." 

"A woman?" hazarded Toby, rejoicing in his 
knowledge of the ways of men. 

"Were you ever in love?" asked Welby. 

"Rather," Toby replied. "I once— but it's a rotten 
story " 

"Go on/' 

"I once was most fearfully gone on a woman of 
about forty. I was twenty-two. She was a stunner, a 
real good sort. I made the usual ass of myself: 
mooned about — I even wrote a verse," said Toby, his 
eyes twinkling. "I'll try to remember it, if you like." 

"It doesn't matter," said Welby. His nose twitched 
once or twice with amusement. 

"She was awfully decent about it. I admired her 
enormously. She chucked me, of course. I told 
Christine about it at the time." 
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"Really?" said Welby, leaning forward. "And 
what did she say?" 

"Oh! Fve rather forgotten. Something about the 
heart's highroad, or something — anyhow, she was 
amazing, Peterbob, patted my head " 

"From a footstool," murmured Welby. 

"Smoothed my pride; made it all right, somehow." 

"How old was Christine?" 

"Same age as me. We're both thirty, you know." 

"Toby," said Welby, "what does the Admiral say 
to your friendship with Christine?" 

"Oh, the g^v'nor — ^he knows nothing about it. He 
wouldn't understand." 

"Why not?" 

"Rum old bird, the guv'nor, old-fashioned. He'd 
— I don't know what he'd think." 

"Why not?" said Welby, looking hard at Toby. 
"Why not? It's an ideal friendship, isn't it? It's 
rather beautiful — ^and very rare. I've never believed 
in Platonism before, but you make lots of things pos- 
sible, Toby — even an attractive woman friend." 

"Oh 1 nonsense," said Toby. 

"It isn't nonsense, Toby, it's a sort of seventh sense 
you've got Now I — how do I strike you?" 

"Well," Toby answered, roused to thought, "I 
should say it would be better if you did something — 
married— or took up golf, or something, just some- 
thing to keep you a bit more alive." 

"Alive!" cried Welby, springing out of his chair 
and beginning to walk up and down the room. 
"Alive! I'm a volcano compared to you, Toby. A 
breathing, fiery furnace, a regular lion in this den of 
Daniels. I'm like a bird with the song stuck in its 
throat, like a mute instrument. If you only knew! 
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You have got your head so much in the clouds that 
you never see the soil beneath your feet. Life isn't 
the fairy tale you live in ; it's real, old chap, it's full of 
aches and pains, and loves and passions, and you pass 
them by unheeding. And devilish lucky for you, too," 
he added as an afterthought. 

"Lo(jk here," said Toby thoughtfully, "when you 
come to Venasque you can talk to Christine; shell 
understand. She understands me perfectly. You talk 
to her, old fellow, and I'll bet she'll hit on some idea 
that'll do you down to the ground. I'm not a Ut of 
use." 

"Have you ever," said Welby keenly, "in all your 
work, in all your sorting out of the men you b^efit 
by your father's mad charity, found human nature 
rotten at the core? Haven't you ever found a man 
whose surface was apparently perfect, and whose 
career was of the blackest villainy? Haven't you had 
cases where every real decent action in the man's life 
was overshadowed by some low-down, dirty trick he'd 
done long ago? Tell me — I want to know — is himian 
nature as wonderful as you make out? Have you 
never found a man utterly destitute of any decent, 
clean, moral feeling?" 

"Never," said Toby, "never. I never yet came 
across one man who hadn't the saving grace of being 
a real decent chap at heart. Honestly, my job's too 
easy." 

"Well, I'm blowed," said Welby, sinking down into 
his chair again. "To think it's possible to sit down 
in front of a man whose work it is to pick and choose 
among his poorer fellows, and hear him say that all 
of them are good at heart I Toby, you're either an 
angel, or a fool." 
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'Tou talk to Christine." 

"My dear chap," said Welby, jumping up again, 
"where do you get this astounding belief in human 
nature from? Who helps you? Why, in heaven's 
name, don't they help me ? Here am I always finding 
out people are thieves, or liars, or unfaithful — ^and here 
are you absolutely trusting them, and swearing they 
repay your trust, men and women." 

"Men and women," said Toby, who smoked on 
calmly. 

"And who gives you your belief in women?" 

"Christine," said Toby, taking his pipe out of his 
mouth, "has never failed me once." 

"Good Lord ! Christine Macaire ! Oh, well, I won- 
der — ^no, I don't. I can make it out." Welby sat 
down again and poured himself out a brandy-and- 
soda. 

"I can't put it cleverly," said Toby after a long 
pause, "but it seems to me that you treat the world 
like a piece of string, which you twist up into knots 
and tangles until you refuse to believe it was ever 
straight. Is that sense?" 

"When did you think of that?" 

"Yesterday," Toby replied, "a chap came into my 
office and I tried to straighten out things for him a 
bit, and I did it with a piece of string. He was a 
sort of author, I think. Anyhow, he's going to have 
St. Hilary's, our house near Bridport. Made a mess 
of his life over some girl — she's dead." 

"Did he talk to you— tell his story?" asked Welby. 

"Oh, rather!" 

"Well, it's more than I can." 

A silence fell between them, and something in the 
bulk of Toby, something fine in his simplicity and 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



36 EVERYBODY'S SECRET 

candor, sank into Welby's heart and gave it rest In 
the softly lighted room, with its fine pictures, its ex- 
quisite taste, its reposeful color, the steady stream of 
Toby's immense belief in his fellow-beings poured 
forth until a calm possessed the place. In the shadows 
of his chair Welb/s face lost its strained look, and a 
wonderful smile, bom of affection, came over it. He 
looked at Toby with the same air with which he looked 
at the children in the gardens. And Toby was making 
up his mind what clothes he would take to Venasque. 

"Well, I'm coming South in two days," said Welby 
at last 

"Good man," said Toby, coming out of a dream of 
boots and shoes. 

"And you'll have to be very particular about good 
behavior, because the aunt is coming." 

"Lady Pashen?" 

"Emily — the only Emily. She may be shocked, I 
don't know." 

"Who's going to shock her?" 

"Christine, my dear chap," said Welby, "and you." 

"Hum!" said Toby. "Has she got to come?" 

"I have to travel with a chaperon," said Welby, "to 
keep the uneligible young ladies from stealing my 
young affections and my banking account. As a mat- 
ter of fact, Emily Pashen had arranged to go there 
after your last marvelous description of the place. 
Do you remember? You broke a chair in her draw- 
ing-room." 

"Shall we mix all right?" Toby asked. 

"Emily loves you like a son," said Welby. "I be- 
lieve she's looking up a suitable marriage for you now. 
And as for Christine, if she makes herself agreeable, 
Emily will ask her to belong to one of her Guild 
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Working Parties, an honor she considers higher than 
the Order of the Garter, which she refuses to men- 
tion owing to its objectionable title." 

"And the Dumblederry ?" said Toby, laughing. 

**The Dumblcderry will keep us all in order." 

Toby rose to go, finished his brandy-and-soda, 
shook hands with Welby (who secretly removed two 
rings so that they might not be crushed into his hand), 
and then at the door stopped to think. 

"Oh, I know !" he said. "About that idea of mine." 

"I never knew you had one, old chap," said Welby. 

"About adopting a child." 

"Toby," said his friend, "does Christine ever speak 
to you about the way your shirts bulge?" 

"Dash it!" said Toby, looking down himself, "Fm 
a clumsy brute ; they will stick out. Well, so long, see 
you at Venasque." 

When he had gone Welby went to a drawer, took 
out a photograph, walked over to the fire with it, and 
then walked slowly back and locked it in the drawer 
again. Having done this he turned to look out of the 
window at the stars over the trees, and said, almost 
as if he were addressing one of the stars, "I don't 
know what to do." 
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THE OFFICES OF THE QUARRENDEN CHARITY. 

Admiral Quarrenden, Toby's father, was one of Ae 
richest men in England. His income was between 
ninety and a hundred thousand a year. He was one 
of six brothers, each of whom had been left over five 
thousand a year by their father, and each one had 
added to his fortune. One, indeed, Hilary Quarren- 
den, had multiplied his by ten by a fortunate land 
speculation in America. Only two of the brothers 
married. The Admiral married a girl who was known 
as Sweet Nancy Bellew, the daughter of Carrol Bel- 
lew the explorer; Tobias Quarrenden, Toby's god- 
father, married a wealthy American widow, Gertrude 
Shute, and they had had one child, a daughter, called 
Patience, who was married to an Englishman in the 
Argentine. Toby was the only child of the Admiral's 
marriage, and the only son of the whole Quarrenden 
House. As such all hopes were centred in him, and 
he was brought up with such a great idea of the im- 
portance of the Quarrendens that at one time in his 
early youth it threatened seriously to upset his hold 
on English history. He was always wondering why 
no Quarrendens ever came to the throne. 

When Toby was sixteen the Admiral had left the 
service and was enjoying life on his large Devonshire 
estate, the house of which looked over Salcombe Har- 
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bor. In Toby's seventeenth year a terrible series of 
events occurred which completely altered the Ad- 
miral's life, and laid out, like a map, the whole future 
line of Toby's career. Three of the brothers were 
drowned yachting, another died on the hunting field, 
and at the end of the year Hilary died in America. 
The whole of their large fortimes were left to the Ad- 
miral in trust for Toby, except for a fitting income 
for Patience. 

It appeared from a letter of Hilary's opened after 
the funeral, and from a document left by Grundy 
Quarrenden, that both were desirous of founding 
some permanent charitable institution to be named the 
Quarrenden Trust or Charity, to be carried on by the 
Admiral, and Toby after him. Hilary's letter gave a 
very definite idea of his notions on the subject : — 

"I have met," he wrote, "such a number of men 
in my life who, for lack of a little income, sank under 
and became wastrels and outcasts. I have cases be- 
fore me every day here of artists and authors of gen- 
uine talent who are starving for want of help, proud, 
decent chaps who hated begging. I have met middle- 
aged men left alone in the world, living on some mis- 
erable pittance in back rooms, gentlemen, mind you, 
who applied to me for work, envelope addressing — 
anything. In fact, thousands of really fine people to 
whom a home, a garden, and bread and cheese would 
be a godsend. Indeed, my dear Peter" (this was to 
the Admiral) "there are not only these cases, but you 
must know of others in another class, I mean the 
men-servants, clerks, and such-like, totally unfitted for 
their lives by some twist in their natures. Cannot we 
give them a home and an income in some decent way 
which will not hurt their pride? It has been one of 
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my dreams, and, curiously enough, Gnmdy hit upon 
much the same idea of scattering a few such homes 
over England, decent, well-built little houses with a 
bit of garden, where a gentleman might live with one 
man to look after him. I feel that the presence of a 
gentleman just outside one or two villages I know 
might make a lot of difference ; it would clear the air 
and make things right, just as a judge does at a box- 
ing competition. I express myself badly, but perhaps 
you'll catch the meaning. It may be fanciful, but I 
should like to think that after we are all dead and 
gone Quarrenden still has a hold over English life. 
You might frame a few simple rules and adjust an in- 
come for these places yourself." 

"A grand idea," said the Admiral when he had fin- 
ished reading the letter to Toby. "It will keep a lot 
of old sailors out of mischief." 

"What's Uncle Grundy's scheme?" Toby had asked. 

"Your uncle," said the Admiral, puflSng at his pipe, 
"was an old Tory and a High Churchman, as I dare 
say you know, and part of his proposal is to name 
these houses — he'd talked it over with Hilary, I see — 
after various saints." 

"It makes it easier for the postman," said Toby. 

"I'm glad to see you think so clearly, my boy," said 
the Admiral. "Your dear mother was a very re- 
ligious woman, and she would approve of this, I know. 
Grundy is a little more detailed than Hilary : He ex- 
presses a keen desire that every man we choose to 
benefit shall make a special feature of his garden. He 
says" — here the Admiral took up the document and 
put on his glasses — " 'There can be little wrong with 
a man who can cultivate a garden. I should like to 
see neat, white houses, standing away from the high- 
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road, with well-kept gardens in front of them' — ^just 
make a note of a flagstaff, my boy — ^'and a general air 
of spruceness. I want the men to be an influence in 
the country, upright. God-fearing men, who will an- 
swer the same purpose on the road as the old hermits. 
Grundy's High Church ideas nearly took him over 
to Rome at one time,' said the Admiral, "and I be- 
lieve only the health of my dear mother saved the 
family from — well, from a good deal of anxiety." 

"What do you think of the idea, father?" Toby 
asked. 

"First rate, first rate. I believe in gentlemen, I be- 
lieve in harbors. I think that these houses will be 
havens of refuge all over England, where a man may 
retire and yet allow his influence to be felt. Shark- 
ley, for instance, would do any place good when he 
settles down, and he hasn't a penny of his own." 

This conversation took place fourteen years before 
the opening of this story, and by the time Toby was 
thirty there were fifty Quarrenden Houses dotted 
about the length and breadth of England, and a hun- 
dred men blessed the name of Quarrenden. 

Each house held a master and man. They were 
built of stone and had red-tiled roofs, every house of 
the same pattern, every garden of the same size, house 
and garden occupying two acres. The Admiral had 
endowed each house with an income of three hundred 
and fifty pounds a year. He had also conceived the 
notion that these men should act as local intelligence 
officers to an area of some extent round about their 
houses; they knew the state of the roads, amount of 
water, and possibilities of provision, so that, if need 
be, they could guide a force through their own bit of 
country by the best roads in the shortest time. 
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At twenty-two Toby took up the work of superin- 
tending these houses, and received at his offices in 
Duke Street, Adelphi, the monthly letters which every 
master was bound to send, had them typewritten and 
sent on to his father. "The finest newspaper in Eu- 
rope," the Admiral used to say. 

In addition to this Toby visited the houses at least 
once every six weeks on a tour of inspection, and 
ipade a special report to the Admiral. In this way 
his early impressions of life came almost entirely from 
men who, although of very different characters, were 
united by one tie which, far apart as they were, gave 
them something of a similarity. 

The choice of men was a very serious considera- 
tion. They had, naturally, a dozen sea captains, five 
naturalists (one of whom published a charming vol- 
ume called The Quarrenden Story of Ewelme), twenty 
of what are called the world's failures, and thirteen 
men who were over fifty and had been brought to the 
wall by no real fault of their own. 

Of course, in the fourteen years of its existence, the 
charity had many disappointments. The first man to 
inhabit St. Candida's, outside Ashbourne, drank him- 
self to death. Eight men had married and left. Some 
had proved tyrants to their servants, others slovenly 
about the upkeep of the house and garden, and others, 
again, quarreled with everybody who came near them. 

Of the fifty houses twenty were kept for temporary 
relief, that is, a three-years* residence for the master, 
often a young man, an artist, an author, a man read- 
ing for a special subject, or a man weak in health 
from overwork. "A fresh start," as Hilary had said 
in one part of his letter, "a touch of confidence when 
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a man is nearly broken, or is hopeless of ever getting 
through." 

On the whole the scheme worked admirably, fan- 
tastic as it was considered, and Toby saw at his Lon- 
don offices hundreds of candidates who had every 
reason imaginable for applying for the coveted houses. 
He judged them almost as a child judges, by an un- 
erring instinct on their first appearance. His open 
nature felt deceit almost directly, and if he was at all 
doubtful, his confidential clerk, Newbrother, was able, 
in most cases, to sift out the deserving from the unde- 
serving. 

Toby's large, primitive nature was just fitted for 
the kind of work which filled most of his life. He 
was, as one sees, constantly picking the best out of 
men, and in consequence his outlook was optimistic 
to a large degree. Every week he found some really 
beautiful trait in his fellow-beings; every month, as 
he interviewed applicants in his room, he found one 
man at least who repaid him for the weakness of the 
rest. 

"It's perfectly marvelous," he told Christine, "the 
number of fellows who keep a straight bat under the 
devil's own conditions. There was one man last week 
who hadn't had a holiday for twelve years ; he'd been 
ghosting for a brute at the British Museum, writing 
all the stuify part of some tremendous history for him. 
Now the book's published, and the fellow's absolutely 
dog-tired and stranded. Cutstone sent him to me, and 
he's going to Sussex to-morrow to St. Boniface. Poor 
devil ! when I told him, he couldn't speak — he was all 
over the place, and I had to get him a drink. It's 
like being captain of some mad cricket club." 

"I love to hear about it," said Christine. 
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"That chap I told you about last year, the chap 
who'd played for Essex, and went a bit wrong — do 
you remember?" 

"Perfectly." 

"He's turned out a stunner; worked up the village 
club like mad, and, according to the guv'nor, who's 
been to see him, has the best show of carnations in 
the county. The guv'nor's so pleased, he's starting 
him in a bit of a farm after his three years are up." 

In the office, where Christine was never allowed, 
which was the only reason she ever wanted to go 
there, Toby sat on the morning of his departure for 
Venasque. The room was hung with photographs of 
the fifty Quarrenden Houses, below which were 
portraits of the various men who had inhabited them. 
Toby himself would certainly not have been eligible, 
for his desk was a regular sea of papers and pipes 
and odds and ends, despite the efforts of Newbrother, 
or Sidney, the other clerk, to reduce it to some sort of 
order. 

Upstairs, where Toby had a flat, his man, Nutt, was 
packing the pile of clothes Toby had heaped up in the 
middle of the room. 

"I want those," he said, "and all my boots, and my 
ice-axe, stock, rope, fishing tackle, gun, and anything 
else you can think of. The night boat, Nutt. I don't 
want you, as you know. And, Nutt, field-glasses, 
camera, films, sandwich case, maps, and go out and 
buy half a dozen novels." 

"Whose novels, sir?" 

"Oh, I don't care. Wait a moment." 

He ran downstairs and rang up Christine on the 
telephone. 

"Hullo, who's that speaking? Marie? Oh, I say. 
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Marie, is Miss Macaire up yet? Oh! Awake? Well, 
put me through to her room." A pause. "Hullo, is 
that you, Christine? Oh, Fm awfully sorry, but it's 
half-past ten. Yes, Fm off to-night, but I'm coming 
round this afternoon. You told me to take some 
books. Yes, Fm here. What name? I say, I can't 
read his books. Oh, they are for you. All right, 
wait a moment while I write them down. Yes. Shall 
I like them? Good. So long for the present. Sorry 
I woke you." 

He ran upstairs to Nutt. "Nutt, buy these books 
and shove them in." 

In this way did Christine supply Toby's deficiencies. 
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PART 11. 

CHAPTER VI. 

interlude: spring in the mountains. 

First Movement. 

The most gentle spring music filled the Valley of 
Oiseaux. In the gray light before dawn Venasque, a 
tiny hamlet, lay asleep. The singing river purled over 
its rocky bed and fell in a tremendous crash over 
huge bowlders. Though there was a great volume of 
sound in the valley the river's song was like its name, 
the song of birds. It was the love song of the valley 
to the mountains, and beside the song it offered a 
dainty frock. The entire valley, as far as the eye 
could see, was a mass of delicate-scented, sweet 
spring flowers. Fruit trees showed a wealth of blos- 
som against the heavier green of clumps of firs. Daf- 
fodils danced an airy measure with forget-me-nots 
and rich clusters of cowslips. Sheep and cows came 
down the incline, past the shuttered hotel, and every 
note of sheep and cow-bell rang in with the spring 
tune. It was all wrapt in a gossamer veil of soft gray 
light, or rather a prelude to light, in which the moun- 
tains slept serene. 

Every spring the valley wooed the mountains in its 
tender trickery of soft ways, and tremulous green, and 
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quivering embroidery of flowers, like a maid making 
first advances to a g^ant ; and every winter the moun- 
tains embraced the valley with huge caresses of snow 
and ice, and kissed it dumb and warm under a white 
coverlet, until a new young spring was bom again. 

Then the dawn came like a swift runner with a rose 
lit lamp, and his footsteps were heard in the moun- 
tains as he ran to light the world. The summits were 
ablaze with the light, the color ran down and flooded 
the valley, crimsoned the river, painted the cottages, 
and peered in through an open window of the hotel 
to cast a vivid glow over Toby Quarrenden as he lay 
asleep. 

With the first flush he was awake, his eyes open to 
the glory of the morning; in a second he was out of 
bed, calling, "Brr-hoo!" as his feet touched the cool 
floor. 

In a few moments several new sounds came into 
the spring morning s)rmphony : the clink of a tin pail 
ringing on the stones outside ; the quick chatting sing- 
song of the maids as they came into the open ; a cock's 
loud, assured crowing; the champing of a mule as a 
man came riding up the road. 

In a very short time the splash of water in a bath 
swelled the air, accompanied with a number of notes, 
supposed by Toby to constitute a time, followed by 
those healthy inarticulate noises a man in good spirits 
makes in his bath. 

In twenty-five minutes, due allowance for washing, 
shaving, and dressing, the first movement of the 
spring song was completed by a series of definite 
chords: the clatter of a tray containing milk, bread, 
and honey put down on an iron-topped table ; the com- 
fortable sound of hot coffee pouring into a cup; the 
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self-satisfied "Ah !" of Toby, and the "Bon jour, Mon- 
sieur Quarrenden !" of the proprietor. 

"Hallo — good morning— bon jour, Monsieur Pas- 
set!" said Toby. 

It was the final chord. The silence of a strong man 
at his food is profound. 

Second Movement: Obligato by Knife and Fork. 

The eternal silence of the mountain tops, their calm 
grandeur, which seems to dwarf all the fussy, fidgety 
ways of men to an insignificant hum about nothing, 
roused no great thoughts in Toby. He was, first of 
all, very pleased with the way in which a pair of new 
boots behaved. He was, secondly, delighted to be 
able to watch an eagle soar over his head, and to ob- 
serve a ptarmigan scuttle away from his feet. 

No introspective thoughts came over him who was 
almost as simple as the mountains. The great animal 
nature of him was proud and glad to have strength 
to climb and to breathe deep draughts of the pure, 
keen air. He did not climb far, but in three hours 
was seated on a snow plateau, a long slope at his feet, 
munching chocolate and sucking oranges. 

After a pipe he packed up his small knapsack, tested 
the snow, and finding it firm enough, he proceeded to 
glissade down the slopes he had toiled up with a num- 
ber of boyish whoops of delight, and much inward 
pleasure after an unusually long slide. After this he 
tramped back into the valley down a long, winding, 
rocky path, and sailed into the hotel only about a 
quarter of an hour later for dSjeuner. When he had 
changed into a loose gray flannel suit, he came down, 
brisk for food, and entered the dining room noisily 
blowing his nose. 
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His "Hallo!" caused many surprised glances from 
the people at the little tables. A French family party 
surveyed the giant with amazed interest. A little neat 
American girl of sixteen smiled at him — ^they were 
friends of two days' standing, — ^and the bonne who 
was waiting said, "Madame is seated there, monsieur." 

Christine and Patricia were seated at his table, smil- 
ing as he crossed over to them. 

"From London," said Christine, giving him her 
hand. 

"Oh, that journey !" said Patricia. "Christine went 
to sleep the last hour of the time with her head on a 
Frenchman's shoulder." 

"It's a long journey," said Toby. 

"What you want to come all this distance for," 
Patricia exclaimed, "I don't know. You can get all 
the discomfort you want in Scotland for half the 
trouble." 

"And double the price," added Christine. "Toby, 
you're not meant to eat all the sardines : there's lots to 
come. I adore this place." 

"Flowers already?" said Toby, over the top of the 
wine list. 

"My dear," said Christine, "we gathered them this 
morning; aren't they marvelous!" 

"She gathered them," said Patricia severely, "with 
her skirts tucked up to—" 

"To my neck," Christine said, "and Pat kept guard. 
Toby, dear " 

Patricia gathered her fiercest frowns. "Christine," 
she said, "the other people." 

"What other people?" 

"Well, you're calling him *my dear' in this very 
optn way." 
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"You old darling," said Christine to Toby in a 
louder voice, *'I am glad to see you. Pat, dear, you 
can do what you like in a foreign country. Toby, 
we came last night while you were out, talking to a 
guide, Madame Passet said, and we went straight to 
bed, and thought we'd surprise you this morning." 

"Eat your trout before it gets quite cold," said 
Patricia. 

Over their talk was the confused music, that subtle 
accompaniment of knife and fork, that curious hurry- 
ing, exciting, chattering sweep of sound which is a 
music all of its own. 

Toby ate heartily like a schoolboy; Patricia melted 
under the excellence of the repast and the generosity 
of the wine; Christine bubbled with good spirits. 

"If you give Pat any more wine," she said, "she'll 
begin to tell us the story of Colonel Mathoey and the 
Irish wake." 

"A glass of wine, now and again," said Patricia, 
"does me a great deal of good. As for the story. Til 
not tell it, though it's a true story and bears repeat- 
mg. 

"Coffee outside, please," said Christine. "Toby, I 
feel twenty, and the dust of the theatre has gone out 
of my eyes already. To think that the poor dears are 
making up for their matinees now!" 

When they made their way outside and had foimd 
their table, the little American girl was standing be- 
side it with a bunch of gentians in her hand. 

"I found them, Miss Macaire," she said, putting 
them on the table. 

"Thank you, my dear," cried Christine. "Aren't 
they beauties I" 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



EVERYBODY'S SECRET 51 

''I'm real glad to have you like them/' said the 
child. 

"Pretty quick, that," said Toby, when the girl had 
left them. "After all, you've only been here a few 
hours." 

"She gathers affection as she picks flowers," said 
Patricia. "We shall have the girl following us about 
soon like a pet lamb." 

"She adores you, Toby," said Christine. 

"I took her for a walk yesterday," he said, laugh- 
ing, "and I know all about the entire family, their 
income, their quarrels, their Uncle Stephen, and the 
names of all her friends." 

"Oh, you children!" said Patricia. 

An hour afterward Christine and Toby were 
seated on a bank some way up the river, she with her 
head on his knee nearly asleep, he blissfully smoking 
a pipe and calculating his climb for the morrow. 

To the acccmipaniment of the whirling river Chris- 
tine murmured, "It's good to have a big brother, 
Toby." Then she fell asleep. 

Down at the hotel Patricia was reading the Origin 
of Species with a motherly smile on her face. 

Third Mavem^ni: Lady Pashen on Mountains. 
IVetby on Molehills. 

Lady Pashen arrived two days later by the night 
train, accompanied by Welby. 

If Welby had been seen alone, one might have 
thought Venasque an ultra-fashionable resort; if one 
had met Lady Pashen walking through the hall of the 
hotel the idea would immediately have strudc one that 
she was there to assert the superiority of her own 
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country. Her very dress announced her contempt for 
any form of foreigner. 

After demanding to be shown to her room as if she 
suspected there was no such place, she delivered her- 
self of a long speech, including facts about her hot- 
water bottle, a biscuit and a glass of milk by the bed- 
side, the exact second when she would wake and ring 
for hot water, and then she closed the door. After 
that she examined the lock of the door, the catch of 
the window, the mattress on the bed, the sheets, tried 
every drawer, and then put all the keys into her bag. 

When she was called on the following morning she 
told the maid to send a man (very particular about 
this) to Mr. Welby's room to tell him that she had 
ordered their coffee and rolls outside on the veranda 
at eight o'clock punctually. 

Welby found her regarding the mountains with an 
air of great patronage. 

"Good morning, Peterbob," she said when he came 
out. "I slept very fairly, and, except for the fact that 
I face east, I like the place." 

"Thank you, aunt," Welby replied, as if he had de- 
signed it. 

She looked at him critically. "You look very smart, 
Peterbob. I am wearing what I call sensible gar- 
ments. So these are the Pyrenees?" She nodded 
toward them just as she nodded to her Sunday-school 
children. 

"The mountains. Lady Pashen; Lady Pashen, the 
mountains," said Welby, introducing them quite seri- 
ously. 

"Mountains," she said, dipping a sponge finger bis- 
cuit into her coffee, "remind me of my dear husband." 

"But he was quite a little man," said Welby. 
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"I was not alluding to his stature, but to his ex- 
periences, Peterbob. We went to Switzerland for our 
honeymoon, and James frequently climbed for a quar- 
ter of an hour before breakfast. I used to picture him 
standing quoting from the poets over some yawning 
precipice." 

"Yawning?" said Welby. 

"Over some gaping chasm," said his aunt. 

"Gaping?" asked Welby. 

"How you do take me up !" said Lady Pashen. "I 
quite forget where I was." 

"Uncle James," said Welby, not a smile on his face, 
"was reciting poetry to a yawning precipice." 

"Perfectly true. He made a point of reciting some- 
thing from the poets every morning to open his lungs. 
Wordsworth was a great favorite of his." 

"Is Wordsworth good exercise?" asked Welby. 

"Peterbob, I believe you're laughing." 

"Not at all, aunt, I was never more serious. I can 
picture my uncle, short, stout, but dignified, address- 
ing Mont Blanc with absolute calmness." 

"What a man !" said Lady Pashen, fingering a large 
locket containing his portrait. 

"Yes, what a man !" said Welby, who remembered 
him only too well. 

"And now," she said, "the work of my life is to see 
you safely married, and to find some nice girl for 
your delightful friend, Mr. Quarrenden. To think 
that two of the best men I know happen to be rich !" 

"I shall never marry," said Welby. "I don't care 
for women." 

"Nonsense," his aunt exclaimed, "you not care for 
women! I shall never forget your kindness to that 
governess Edna had. What was her name?" 
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"I forget/' said Welby quickly. 

"Wait a moment," she said. "Dorrington; no— 
B, C, D, E, ah! — ^Ferringay, Iris Ferringay— poor 
girl ! She had a serious illness and then vanished." 

"I wonder what sort of illness that could be," said 
Welby, without a smile. 

"You were very kind to her, Peterbob. Edna wrote 
for several weeks to that effect, and I began to be 
quite worried. What became of the poor creature I 
don't know. I sent her some flannel for a petticoat, 
and the parcel came back marked 'Unknown.' " 

"Very mysterious," said Welby. "Do you mind if 
I smoke?" 

"I like the scent of tobacco out of doors. Peter- 
bob, didn't you tell me Mr. Quarrenden was stof^ing 
here?" 

"Toby's here," said Welby. "And I see another 
friend of mine is here, too, Miss Macaire." 

"Really!" said Lady Pashen. "Macaire — of— of 
Ireland, the Irish Macaires. Dear me! how the old 
days come back to me when your uncle used to tell an 
Irish story at our little dinner parties ; he told it with 
a very rich Dorset accent, as he couldn't manage the 
Irish. Macaire — the Macaires of ?" 

"Miss Macaire of the Piccadilly theatre." 

"The actress ! Peterbob !" 

"A very charming lady." 

"A friend of yours?" 

"A great friend of Toby Quarrenden's." 

"But I thought no actresses were ever quite — 
quite You know what I mean." 

"She's a friend of mine." 

"How does she come to be here?" asked Lady 
Pashen. 
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"She's resting," said Welby. 

"Peterbob, Vm not narrow, as you know, but tell 
me truly if she's quite presentable." 

"She's very beautiful." 

"How perverse you are! I mean — how does one 
receive an actress ? I once met a public singer whose 
father was a clergyman, but singing is very different 
from play acting." 

"She is an artist," said Welby. 

"That's the loose, modem way of expressing 
things," said Lady Pashen. "In my young days an 
artist meant one who exhibited a picture he had 
painted at Burlington House or elsewhere; not a per- 
son who exhibited a painted face on the stage." 

"Yet I've been with you to the theatre," said Welby, 
"and you enjoyed yourself immensely." 

"That's a very different matter," his aunt retorted. 
"I may enjoy buying a hat, but I don't ask my milliner 
to my dinner table." 

Welby got up, and stood facing his aunt. "This 
is a very different thing, aunt. You'll see as soon as 
you get to know Christine ; she's a lady to her finger- 
tips." 

"Very well, my dear boy," said Lady Pashen. "As 
I am now mixing in your society, I must behave as 
much like it as I am able. Besides, this is a foreign 
coimtry, and when one is traveling one meets all kinds 
of people." 

"I knew you'd be sensible." 

"I may be old-fashioned," she replied, 'T)ut I'm no 
fool. Now, tell me, is this lady a great friend of Toby 
Quarrenden's?" 

"He's known her for eight or nine years," said 
Welby. "They are like brother and sister." 
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"He needs a nice girl to look after him," said Lady 
Pashen. 

At that mcxnent a clear voice sounded from the bal- 
cony above them. "Toby, Toby!" cried the voice. 

Lady Pashen looked up sharply. Welby timied to 
hide a smile. 

"Toby, Toby!" 

"Hullo I" 

"From the very next balcony," said Lady Pashen to 
herself. 

"Toby, dear, you've got my button-hook." 

"All right, m buzz it across." 

There was a sound as of a button-hook falling, and 
then silence. 

Lady Pashen's face was very grim. 

"Like brother and sister," said Welby. 

"I consider a button-hook a very intimate posses- 
sion," said she icily. 

"Come, come, my dear aunt!" 

"Peterbob, this is scandalous. I don't know what 
to say." 

"Say nothing," repUed Welby. "You'll only make 
a mistake." 

"Their rooms adjoin," said Lady Pashen, as rigid 
as a poker. 

"Well, yours is next to a Frenchman's. Hotels will 
be hotels." 

"A button-hook!" snorted the lady. 

"What's in a button-hook?" asked Welby. 

"It's almost as bad as a hair-brush," she said. 

"Is it forbidden for a man to use his friend's hair- 
brush? There's no table of afHnity for dressing-table 
articles. I assure you " 
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"My dear Peterbob, I don't need your assurances; 
I can use my own eyes." 

"They are the best of friends, that's all. You are 
making a mountain out of a molehill." 

"Peterbob," said his aunt solemnly, "I heard their 
voices. Don't tell me you, with all your insight, have 
been deceived. I heard what they said." 

"There's nothing very romantic in 'All right. I'll 
buzz it along.' " 

Lady Pashen turned to him with a cold look in her 
eyes. 

"You are forgetting, I think, the Toby, dear.' " 

"Oh ! that's just Irish," he said. 

"I never knew a standard of propriety had any na- 
tionality. I am shocked to the core." 

"Aunt," said Welby, la3dng his hand on her arm, 
"I am appealing to your heart, not to your knowledge 
of the world of Little Mileham. Take my most sol- 
emn word for it — I'll stake my honor, if you like, — 
that they are two innocent children. Foolish, pos- 
sibly, but as — ^as good as gold." 

"Very well," she said, after a thoughtful pause, "I 
suppose I must abide by you. When I see the woman 
I shall know. If they are children, then they are very 
badly in need of a nurse." 

"You are quite right," Welby replied, breathing 
more freely. 

"Then fetch me my wrap from the hall," said Lady 
Pashen. "We will go for a little walk, I think." 

"The worst of these good women," said Welby to 
himself as he went to fetch the wrap, "is that they are 
so ready to see evil before any one else." 
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Fourth Movement. 

Fate, who held the baton of this orchestra, sur- 
prised Welby by opening the next phase with a mild 
air, ahnost a minuet arrangement, with five singing 
parts. 

In the first place he had drawn out his aunt, during 
their walk, on the one sentimental episode of her life, 
an early attachment to a beautiful curate, and, by so 
doing, had practically forced her to admit the possi- 
bility of friendship between an attractive woman and 
a man. 

"For you must have been very attractive, aunt," he 
said. 

"Hardly attractive," she replied; "but I was con- 
sidered to have a remarkably small foot, which, Fm 
afraid, I was vain enough to show to advantage on a 
croquet ball. Indeed," she said, "I remember a brown 
cashmere I wore for the first time at the Bishop of 
Damley's gathering being considered by my mother a 
little too short for the daughter of a clergyman." 

Welby checked the stream of reminiscence by re- 
marking, "Then youll be nice to her at lunch." 

"I hope I know my manners," she answered. 
"Actress or no actress, if she's a lady, as you say she 
is, we shall at least be polite to each other." 

Welby met Toby just before dijeuner, and explained 
the situation. 

"The Dumblederry is our stand-by," said Welby. 

"The whole thing is ludicrous," said Toby. 

"If you will only see," said Welby, "that you put 
yourself into these positions, and so you must reap the 
consequences. Any ordinary person is almost bound 
to misinterpret the situation." 
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'Hot!" said Toby. 

"Anyhow, here comes the aunt." 

Lady Pashen was evidently determined to make a 
good impression. She had changed her garments and 
appeared now in a neat gray linen dress, and wore at 
her throat a large gold-mounted brooch of cut larva 
representing the Fall of Herculaneum. She was a 
nice-looking, well-preserved woman of over fifty, with 
a good, clear complexion, brown eyes, and hair which 
still kept its color. 

"My dear Mr. Quarrenden," she said, "how pleas- 
ant to see you looking so well !" 

"Fm awfully fit, thanks," said Toby. 

"Peterbob," she said, "I've left my rings on my 
washing stand; would you mind asking the maid for 
them?" 

"Certainly I'll go," said Welby. "Let's see; that's 
the pretty maid, isn't it?" 

"I haven't observed her appearance," said his aunt, 
"but her boots creak." 

As soon as Welby left them she turned to Toby and 
said graciously: "I hear that you and my nephew 
have a mutual friend stopping here with her com- 
panion." 

"Miss Macaire," said Toby, "an old friend of mine." 

"So I am told," said Lady Pashen. "I should like 
to be nice to her." 

"Awfully kind of you. Lady Pashen." 

"On the contrary," she replied, "when I go abroad 
I like to meet all kinds of people. I hear she is nice- 
looking; does your father admire her?" 

"He hasn't met her," said Toby. 

"Indeed!" said Lady Pashen, as if she hadn't 
guessed the fact hours ago. "He was always fond of 
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meeting queer people — ^I mean interesting people out- 
side one's own set. I have never had the pleasure of 
seeing Miss Macaire act. Does she ever play in 
Shakespeare?" 

Toby prayed inwardly for Welby's return. "She 
has played Ophelia, and Juliet, I think," he said, "but 
I'm not very up in these things." 

"We must get her to recite to us," said Lady 
Pashen, who always asked people to do something pro- 
fessional for nothing. She bored strange doctors at 
dinner parties with accounts of her husband's last and 
fatal illness. 

Then a gong sounded, Welby came downstairs, and 
they went into the salon. Patricia and Christine ap- 
peared a few moments afterward, found the table laid 
for five, and Lady Pashen's eyeglasses fixed full on 
them. Christine in white looked wonderfully beauti- 
ful, the air had given a slight touch to her pale skin, 
and her eyes were sparkling with fun. She quivered 
with life. 

"Aunt," said Welby, "may I present Miss Macaire 
and Miss Dumblederry ?" 

Christine took command of the situation at once. 
Patricia listened amazed while Christine talked slum- 
ming, concerts for the poor, and the stage and the 
church, her dark eyes flashing at each of them in turn. 
Lady Pashen, flattered unconsciously, began one of 
her favorite arguments, and Christine agreed with 
her against Patricia and Toby, who put in an occa- 
sional muddling remark. Lady Pashen felt herself 
carried away by Christine's vitality, found herself 
amazed by the overwhelming beauty and ease of the 
woman she was "going to be nice to," and when 
Welby insisted on her opinion of the champagne he 
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had ordered, she felt she was holding her own in a 
gay whirl of society. 

Indeed, Lady Pashen unbent so far as to say at the 
end of lunch, "Isn't it a pity that you should be an 
actress, Miss Macaire?" 

Up springs the Dumblederry's wrath. "Miss Ma- 
caire is very proud of her profession." 

Lady Pashen had strict views concerning the posi- 
tion of companions. "I should scarcely have thought," 
she said stiffly, "that it was a nice profession for a 
girl. In a book I returned recently to my library, 
having made a few notes in the margins, I read very 
poor accounts of the stage." 

"Book!" said Patricia, with a sniff that spoke vol- 
tunes. 

"It was written by a clerg3rman," said Lady Pashen. 

"Qergyman!" sdd Patricia. "What did he know 
about it?" 

"You are bound to associate with a curious set of 
persons," said Lady Pashen, pointedly addressing 
Christine. 

"Bohemia has its own aristocracy," Welby put in. 

"Of which Christine is certainly one," added Pa- 
tricia. 

"I mean," said Lady Pashen, frowning at Patricia, 
"you meet few people of any breeding, most of them 
have risen from the ranks." 

"My aimt doesn't like her diamonds in the rough," 
said Welby. 

"It's the paste I dislike," said Lady Pashen. 

"Oh! they are good, charitable souls," Christine 
said. "I love them better than anybody." 

"Miss Macaire's father was a distinguished literary 
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man/' said Patricia, up in aims, "and her g^ndfather 
was an admiral who was drowned at sea." 

"Pat," said Christine, "I won't be advertised. I 
quite understand what Lady Pashen means. Our 
frankness, our open-heartedness, our lack of reserve 
shock many people. But I know Toby and Peterbob 
are dying to smoke, and I wonder if Lady Pashen 
would be shocked if I smoked, too— one of my the- 
atrical habits, I'm afraid." 

"She smokes for her health," said Patricia. 

"An asthma cigarette?" asked Lady Pashen. 

Toby turned a roar of laughter into a boisterous 
cough. 

"May I ask if you smoke, tooi^' Lady Pashen in- 
quired. 

"Like a chimney," said Patricia. 

"You're very outspoken to-day, Pat," said Chris- 
tine; "what's the matter?" 

"I've caught a slight chill,'* Patricia replied, look- 
ing at Lady Pashen. 

"Let's go outside," said Welby ; "it's warmer in the 
sun." 

In a very short time Lady Pashen found herself 
again carried away by Christine's vital personality 
and charm, and so subsided a little as the others sat 
and smoked. But she had made up her mind very 
firmly on one point, and, before finally closing her 
eyes for her afternoon nap, she composed several tell- 
ing sentences to be inserted in a letter to the Admiral. 

After Lady Pashen had left them Toby stretched 
his limbs and yawned ; Christine made a demure face 
into which a roguish smile would creep; and Welby 
said to Patricia, "You can say what you like now. 
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Miss Dumbledcny. I have suffered for years, yet 
don't mind her." 

"Aunt or no aunt," said Patricia, "and I say it sol- 
emnly before these mountains, she is a cat, I'll have 
you know; I can see it in her eye. She'll make mis- 
chief ; I feel it in my bones. I'm sorry, Peterbob, but, 
as a truthful woman, I repeat she's up to no good." 

"Who's for a walki^' said Toby, risirg and shaking 
himself. 

"Me," said Christine. 

"Off you go," said Welby, "with your awful gram- 
mar, and give the big dog Toby a run. Miss Dumble- 
derry and myself shall sit here and wonder what we 
are going to have for dinner." 

"If we are going to have aunt," said Patricia, "I 
am going to have a headache." 

Fifth Movement— With Love Motif. 

Three days later Patricia and Welby were seated 
in a meadow surrounded by spring flowers. Chris- 
tine and Toby had started on a long expedition, and 
Lady Pashen was devoting the day to her corre- 
spondence. 

"Mountains," said Patricia, dabbing furiously at an 
abominable water-color, "are beyond me." 

"They are beyond most of us," said Welby. "I 
gave up great heights when Soap enveloped me in her 
luxurious lather." 

"Peterbob," said Patricia, turning to him, "I smell 
danger." 

Welby sniffed the air delicately. "The only scent 
I can detect is the fragrance of cowslips. If you mean 
merely the danger of the spring, that horrible remin- 
der we get year after year that we are all really much 
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younger than we pretend to be, I agree with you. I 
feel quite guilty that Fm not skipping about with the 
lambs." 

"Nonsense," said Patricia. "Don't always skim 
the surface of things. I mean Toby and Christine." 

"They've got two guides," said Welby, "and ropes 
and all that sort of thing." 

"You know perfectly well what I mean. Of course 
it's a very peculiar situation, I've always said so, but 
we've never had a hint of scandal so far. If T.oby 
wasn't so rich and Christine so well known, I should 
never worry." 

"Please," said Welby, "it's such a perfect morning. 
I came here for the express purpose of pretending no 
other place in the world existed." 

"That wretched aunt of yours is going to spoil 
everything. Peterbob, I love those two children." 

"So do I," said Welby. 

"Of course she's always been in love with him." 

"Christine!" said Welby. "Has she told you that r 

"I don't need words to see it," Patricia said. "Don't 
you see? She has had a hard life, fighting for her- 
self, and she's done a number of very foolish things 
— more than foolish, some of them, — ^but her heart is 
as pure as a child's. Toby came into her life and 
altered it, you will never know how much; but he 
doesn't love her that way, and Christine doesn't want 
him to— not yet. And — now that woman is going to 
ruin everjrthing. We may have been living a fairy 
story " 

"And we've come to the moral at the end," said 
Welby. 

**He means so much to her." 

"Why shouldn't he mean more?" 
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"Love," said Patricia softly, "comes in its own 
good time." 

Welby looked at the plain face and thought it al- 
most beautiful. 

"One day he'll know," she went on, "and I shall 
hold their baby in my arms." 

"How can my aunt upset the apple cart?" 

^Ilow?" cried Patricia. "Mixing, muddling, inter- 
fering. She'll tell his father, I know she will. Who's 
to understand the matter but those who know them 
both? Why, Christine — ^well, how does the world 
tlunk of Christine? Good and sweet as we know her 
to be, she's not been wise, has she? You know the 
scandal there has been, but you don't know how the 
poor, dear child was beaten down and half starving. 
It's all over now, thank God, years ago, but the talk 
remains. If the Admiral knows his son is the bosom 
friend of the notorious Christine Macaire, if he makes 
inquiries and digs up the scandal at his club, what 
then? Toby's as innocent as an unborn babe; he 
thinks my darling has always been as — well, as 
straight as Lady Pashen. He's the largest, most 
blind, most lovable baby ever bom. He's built his 
life on his idea that Christine is perfect, and that 
every woman he meets is some sort of angel. It 
sometimes annoys me so much that if I didn't love 
him I could hate him. Women have no right to be put 
on absurd thrones while men go walking in the mud : 
it isn't fair. That's what makes us deceitful and 
small, trying to pretend we come up to your standard 
of us. We are human beings with emotions and pas- 
sions just as strong as men's, and just for your own 
convenience you wrap us up in tissue paper till you 
want to marry one of us, and then you are annoyed if 
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we have even a speck of dust on the wrappings. If 
you only had ears, you men, you might hear the rustle 
we make getting back into our mummy wrappings 
when the likely man comes along." 

"I left the only woman I ever teved," said Welby. 

Patricia leaned over and patted bis hand. "Fm a 
stupid old woman/' she said, "but I guess sometimes." 

"What can I do?" asked Welby, 

"Never tell Toby a word of what I've said," she 
replied. "I know you can keep a secret: it's written 
on your face. Mark my words, that aunt of yours will 
tangle all our lives with her sense of what she calls 
her duty. I know that kind of woman; they put up 
their narrow morals on a stick and dance round it as 
though it were a fetish. I should like them to have 
the Sermon on the Mount printed on their lodcing- 
glasses. They are very good in their way, but they've 
never learned to love, that's all, and that's the key of 
Ufe." 

At the very time Patricia was defending her ewe 
lamb, Lady Pashen was seated in her room writing to 
the Admiral. 

"I think I ought to tell you," she said in her letter, 
"that I consider the position quite impossible. The 
girl is far too good-looking for him to have as a 
friend, and people will certainly talk. They keep up 
the idea of propriety by the fact that she has a com- 
panion, an odious woman with a name I cannot re* 
member. You see, my dear friend, Toby is so well 
off that any w<^nan, especially an actress, would jun^ 
at him, and I am sure she means to entangle him into 
a disastrous marriage. I trust you not to mention my 
name in this matter, but I am sure you ought to write 
to him and hear a full explanation from his own lips. 
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They are constantly together hcr^, and, I am given to 
understand, in London also. I am not saying any- 
thing against her ; she appears to be a lady, and gives 
out that her grandfather was a sailor, but how much 
of that's true one cannot tell. If I was not so anx- 
ious for Toby to make a good match I should not have 
written to you, but you know what young men are. 
He seems infatuated with this Miss Macaire in his 
own way, and they call each other by endearing terms 
quite openly. Your influence can br^ak it off, I am 
sure, and Toby would see the affair in your light if 
you put it to him strongly. My nephew. Peter Robert 
Welby, is here with me and would agree with me if I 
cotdd ever get him to discuss anything seriously, but 
I fear he is worldly and cynical." 

This was but a portion of Lady Pashen's long letter, 
which, when she had blotted the last page, she read 
from end to end with great satisfaction, Whw she 
put it into the post-box she heaved a sigh of satisfac- 
tion and said, "At least I have done my duty." 

That night at dinner she was unusually pleasant to 
Miss Dumblederry, 

Sixth Movemeni. 

*'Only ten days here, and then this beastly wire," 
said Toby, 

"Must you go?" Christine asked. 

"Of course, Mr. Quarrenden will have to go to his 
father," said Lady Pashen. 

"Somebody must have written to him," said Toby. 
"I left orders that all my letters were to be sent to 
the office. This, I notice, is addressed here to me 
direct." 
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Patricia looked quickly and searchingly at Lady 
Pashcn. 

"I sent your dear father a picture post-card," said 
that lady imblushingly. 

"Colored, highly," said Patricia. 

"No, plain," answered Lady Pashen, with a glare. 

"The hand that guides the goose quill rocks the 
world," said Welby. 

"Some rotten business Newbrother could attend to, 
ni bet," said Toby. 

They were at dinner when the telegram came. A 
delightful dinner, too, especially ordered by Welby in 
honor of Christine's morning achievement, a climb to 
the Bayard's Peak, a very adventurous proceeding. 

"You'll see all the red and yellow omnibuses," said 
Christine, as if Toby was a child, "and the new 
posters on the hoardings, and the yellow glare in the 
sky over Piccadilly, and the little taxi-cabs darting 
about like busy ladybirds. Still, I don't envy you. 
Toby, dear, mu«t you go? Do wire and say, 'Please, 
father, the snow is in such good condition, and Peter- 
bob has his nice aunt stopping here, and you'll send 
him some white daffodil bulbs for his garden.' " 

"Business is business," said Lady Pashen, compla- 
cently eating her chicken. 

Toby thrust the telegram into his pocket. "I've 
got to go, and there's an end of it. Important busi- 
ness with the guv'nor means a good deal." 

"Couldn't you write or wire ?" Christine asked Lady 
Pashen. 

"Mr. Quarrenden is not a child," she replied. 

"Oh! but he is," said Christine. "Besides, it's 
spoiling our holiday." 

If anything could justify Lady Pashen she felt that 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



EVERYBODY'S SECRET 69 

Christine's last words did so. Our holiday, indeed! 
Such talk was now to be rendered impossible. 

When they were sitting outside drinking their cof- 
fee, the moon came up over the mountains looking as 
if she had been there seeking for a lost lover, and in a 
house far below them some one began to play on a 
guitar and to sing a mournful Spanish song in a fine 
voice full of tenderness. On such a night they were 
all still and quiet. It seemed that nymphs might be 
peering out of the tumbling river to see if any goat- 
legged satyrs were abroad. Diana might be hunting 
silently on the mountain sides, or Orpheus singing to 
the heaLTs far away in the dark belt of pines. 

Quiet and still they sat while the night was 
tremulous with emotions, and Christine slipped her 
hand into Toby's arm and watched his face as he 
puffed solemnly at his cigar. Even Emily Pashen 
was moved by the exquisite beauty of the night, and 
corrected her sentiment by repeated glances at Chris- 
tine and Toby seated arm in arm. 

Then the moon rose higher and the shadows grew 
deeper and like purple velvet, and the group outside 
the hotel were wrapped in shadow, and Christine's 
hand stole into Toby's and rested there. The valley 
was flooded with light, and great shadows of the 
mountains lay here and there across it. And through 
it ran the river like a stream of flashing silver, and 
beyond was the mysterious darkness of the trees, and 
above the pure gleaming snow on the mountains. 

Out of the darkness Welby spoke. "The scene is 
laid for some great tragedy, but we may not see it 
Here, on the floor of the valley, dryads and nymphs 
and bacchantes will dance, and Pan will play for them 
out of the shadow of the trees. Presently will come 
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iOtM goddelA to bathe her ivofy body in the river, and 
then Jupiter will leap down from Olympus to embrace 
her/' 

''Ridiculous !" said Lady Pashen. » 

"Beautiful I" said Patricia. 

"I agree with both remarks," Welby said, "and I 
will show how the inventions of man can ruin the 
dreams of the immortals/' 

He lit a match, and the light shone on the array of 
empty coffee cups on the dtained iron-topped table, 
and revealed the faces of the little circle in a painfully 
unnatural glare. 

"There!" said Welby, "let's go in/' 

He blew out the match and rose to go. 

"Good night, all of you/' said Toby. "I shall be 
gone before any of you are up in the morning. Good 
night, and good-by. Beastly rough luCk, but I must 
go." 

Patricia, after having undressed, looking unlovely 
and eccentrically plain in her red flannel dressing 
gown, was moved by a sudden inspiration to go to 
Christine's room. She found her still dressed, lying 
on her bed weeping copiously. 

"Go away, Pat/' said Christine. 

Instead Patricia came and put her arms about her, 
arm that were made to hold a child, and said, "Do 
you love him so much, my pet?" 

Christine sat upright. "How do you know?" 

"I've known for seven years/' said Patricia. 

Then Christine put her arms round Pat and sobbed 
that she loved Toby beyond heaven and earth, but 
Pat was never to tell, and Toby would never know 
now. "Oh, Pat I" she cried, "he's everything to me, 
^d I'm just a sister to him. We've been like that all 
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these years, and he'll never alter. I've hidden it all 
from him. Say I've been good, Pat, say I've been 
good. I tried so hard to love him as he loved me, in 
his funny, big-boyish way, but I can't do it. He'll 
never know. It's stupid of me to go on like this — ^but 
I thought we were so near to each other here. You'll 
promise me never to tell him, won't you? I don't 
know quite why I feel so miserable to-night, but in 
the moonlight my heart slipped away from me and 
went to beat with his." 

"There, there, my darling," said Patricia, and she 
undressed Christine and put her to bed. 

Alone in her room the excellent woman shed a few 
tears on her own account, and then blew her nose 
sharply. 

"Ill get even with that woman," she said furiously. 

Then she turned over and dreamed, with great 
relish, that she was toasting Emily Pashen in front 
of a big fire outside the church where Toby and Chris- 
tine were getting married 
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PART III. 

CHAPTER VII. 

DEATH, THE SAILOR POET, AND THE LITTLE GIKL. 

Toby took no account of the poetry of arriving in 
London. He paid his way, sat in carriage, train, and 
steamer, and got there — ^that was enough for him. 

The descent into the valley, the long journey 
through France, past places where, to the imaginative 
traveler, great people of the past peered into the car- 
riage windows, the wonderful sight of Dover with the 
sun on the white cliffs, and the homely beauty of 
England under the spell of the fullness of spring, left 
Toby unmoved. 

The roar of London engulfed him; the sparkle of 
the streets, wet from a passing shower, the whirl of 
traffic, the sensation of everything going on just as 
before, took him, as it were, by a friendly arm, and 
led him to his office in the Adelphi. 

The accustomed smell of his office met his nostrils. 
The place looked very tidy. There was a pile of let- 
ters on his table, and, as he sat down and looked 
round at his clerk, he said: "Place looks just the 
same. Beastly nuisance coming home when the snow 
was so good. What's this important business?" 

Newbrother pointed to the uppermost letter. "Mr. 
Farwell's dying, sir, at St. Nicholas, Lyme." 

"Oh! so that's it," said Toby, opening the letter. 
72 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



EVERYBODY'S SECRET 73 

"Admiral Quarrenden telegraphed to me to come 
back; it must be Farwell. Poor devil! — lungs gone. 
My father always liked him, Newbrother. Bit of a 
poet, wasn't he? Til have some food and go down. 
You might telephone upstairs and tell Nut Til have 
some cold meat and a hot bath, one gets so beastly 
dirty traveling. I'll write to the Admiral. Any more 
news ?" 

After hearing a report of the work done during his 
absence, Toby began a letter to his father. 

"My Dear Father : I quite understand your wire. 
Of course I am going immediately to see if I can be 
of any use to Farwell. We thought, if you remember, 
of offering the next vacancy to Colonel Lambeth, who 
seems keen, and is just the right sort of man. I will 
come straight on to The Hold after seeing Farwell. 
I had a very good time at Venasque. — ^Your affection- 
ate son, Toby." 

While these arrangements were going on, and Toby 
was eating cold beef and eying his ice axe with re- 
gret, Farwell the poet was lying in his bed looking out 
of the open window at the sea. 

The great gatmt figure looked so still and unnatural 
that the child in the room longed to speak. She 
moved her head a little to try to see the man's face, 
and he seemed to divine her purpose. 

''Good girl, Phyllis," he said. "You're not fright- 
ened, are you?" 

She said "No" as bravely as she could. 

"John will be back in a minute," said Farwell. "Fm 
quite happy. Look out of the window; how many 
boats can you count?" 
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"Six/* said Phyllis. 

"Just your age, my pretty. I was ^bc 6titt, th6ugli 
you mightn't believe it. Theft's John t6Tmng. I can 
hear him in the lane; he's opened the gate. Isn't it 
Still, dear? We can hear everything.*' 

Heavy steps on the stairs, and Johti Carter came 
into the little whitewashed ro6trt. 

"Mr. Quarrenden comes down by the last train, sir. 
He'll be here to-mofrow momitig." 

"Now you must go, Phyllis,^' said F'arwdU. "Give 
me a Iciss, if I'm not too ugly. John, carry her down- 
stairs, and see that she runs to Mrs. Bramble.*' 

When his servant returned Farwdl turned to him. 
"I can last out to-night— the doctor said s6; but if 
it So happen that I don't, I want you to give Mr. 
Quarrenden this letter. There's a parcel for you, and 
fifty pounds. If the Quarrendens don't l60k after 
that child you'll have to do what you can. Now I 
think 111 go to sleep." 

When Toby came next morning he turned off the 
high road and into the lane, and Iti £6 doing passed a 
little cottage at the comer. His eye just Caught the 
glint of a child's golden hair over the hedge. 

Reginald Farwell looked at Toby as he entered, 
and smiled. "You fill my little room,'* he said. '*Do 
sit down ; I want to say one or two thirty." 

"I've seen the doctor, old chap," Said Toby. 

"Never mind about that; 1 don't. The garden's 
all right, I think. Carter and I are rather proud of it 
!\nd the house is in good order; the next man can't 
grumble." 

"I say, never mind these things," said Toby. "Is 
there anything I can do?" 

"Keep Carter on if you can," said Harwell; "he's 
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Uecft a tvcmderfully good friend to me. He deserves 
to be kept. 1 don't know what I should have done 
if I hadn't been here for the last four years ; it's made 
a lot of difference to me. That parcel there is four 
years' work; will you see if some publisher will use 
it? They are the kind of things your father likes— 
all about the sea, you know." 

"Ill do all I can," said Toby. 

"1 haven't a soul belonging to me in the world," said 
Farwell. "I want to know if you'll do something for 
me." 

"Anything, 6ld chap." 

'^There's a child here, in the next cottage ; she's an 
awfully pfetty kid." 

Toby remembered the glint of golden hair. 

*'I wonder If you'd understand," said Farwell, 
''when I tell you that it's been my life to watch that 
kiddy growing up. She doesn't belong to those peo- 
ple; somebody pays her keep there. They are pretty 
detent to her; but they are oldish people and very 
poor, and she's a lady child, I'm sure. I can't bear 
to think of her left alone, somehow. I mean — I feel 
she rather belongs to me. I wonder if you under- 
stand?" 

"Oh, rather," said Toby, his voice gentleness itself. 

"Well, I know it's a lot to ask, but if you could do 
anything for her I should die happy. I want her to 
have an)rthing that might come from my book of 
poems." 

"She shall." 

"Win you really do what you can? She's an 
awfully pretty child. Her name is Phyllis. The peo- 
ple in the cottage are called Bramble, so she's called 
Phyllis Bramble. Lots of people want to adopt a 
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child, don't they ? Or aren't there schools or convents 
that look after children like that? The people are 
paid by a bank, and they don't know whose child she 
is. Vm sorry to be such a bother. Perhaps you'd like 
to see Phyllis ? I wish you would. It's on my mind." 

"Fm sure to be able to do something," said Toby. 

"As a matter of fact I know who the father is, but 
I can't tell you. It wouldn't be fair, would it?" 

"Hardly," said Toby. "But don't worry. Ill do 
all I can." 

"He knew me years ago, knew I was coming here, 
and — ^well, he thought he would like the child to be 
near a gentleman. You understand, don't you? I've 
taught her what I could, and he's been pleased to 
think she's grown up like a lady-girl. I don't know 
the whole story, but I believe there's something pa- 
thetic about it I meant to adopt her myself when I 
thought I might get better, but now " 

"I'll see to it," said Toby. "You can trust me." 

"Yes," said the dying man, "I know I can trust you. 
I expect every one trusts you. He wanted Phyllis to 
live near one of your houses ; he knew of them. I'm 
so glad I told you. 

"Do you mind calling John ?" Farwell asked. "He'll 
go and fetch her." 

When the child came Toby sat her on his knee and 
Farwell said with a trusting look at Toby, "This gen- 
tleman will look after you, Phyllis." 

"I want you," said Phyllis. 

"I'll look after you, too, I hope," said Farwell. 

There suddenly came to Toby the thought of 
Welby. It was a flash and gone, but he remembered 
it the next day. 

Farwell died the next morning, just after sunrise. 
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and when Toby, who had been sitting up all night, 
went into the garden for air, he saw Phyllis standing 
in the garden of the cottage up the lane, and she saw 
him and waved her hand to him. It made Toby feel, 
suddenly, the near presence of Death in all this life. 
There were the flowers, the sparkling sea, the birds 
beginning to sing, the child waving her hand, and 
inside was the quiet of the little whitewashed room 
with the blind down, and the sun striking through the 
blind into the dead man's face. The thought of this 
seemed to Toby to leave himself and Phyllis the only 
two people alive in the world, for John Carter was 
fast asleep in the kitchen. 

The sea lay like a silver sheet; there was no cloud 
in the sky when Toby went across to the cottage and 
called out, "Phyllis, I want to speak to you." 
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CHAPTER VIII 

THE ADMIRAL PUTS OFF TILL TO-MORROW; 

Toby arrived home after the funeral, carrying with 
him memories of the churchyard by the sea, the tanne4 
faces of the fishermen who were Farwell's friends, and 
of the golden-haired Phyllis who walked with her 
hand confidingly in his. 

Abbots Hold, where the Admiral lived, was a fine 
old stone house, part of which had been a sanatorium 
for Benedictines in the late fourteenth century; the 
rest of the house was early Tudor. It stood on the 
side of a hill overlooking Salcombe Harbor, its lawns 
and terraces stretching down to a sea wall behind 
which was a little sandy cove, a jetty, and a boat- 
house. Behind the house was a big garden, a 
meadow, and a wood, and at the back of that a long 
stretch of gorse and heather. 

When Toby arrived the Admiral was dressing for 
dinner, so that Toby ran up the winding stairs that 
led to his room at the top of the house, and proceeded 
to hasten his own toilet with much whistling. The 
whistling was partly sheer good spirits, and partly to 
drown thoughts which would arise of the little white- 
washed room with the blind down and the sun shining 
through into the dead man's face. 

The Admiral tried to frown and feel very serious 
while he was preparing for dinner. The sting of Lady 
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Pasfaen's letter was in his mind; but hifi pleasure in 
Tob/s home-coming took away hig thoughts from 
what he meant to say. 

"An actress, bless my soul 1" said he^ as he tied his 
tic- "Susceptible young fool, Toby. Drat this tie! 
Can't allow this sort of thing. Thoroughly bad 
woman, I'm told — after the bo/fi monty, Bless the 
boy! I don't believe a word of it— that Pashen 
woman always was interfering." 

Until the gong sounded the Admiral's thoughts 
turned this way and that. On the way downstairs he 
pulled himself together and determined to start the 
subject at once and have it over; but he met Toby at 
the foot of the stairs and said, "Well, my lad, so poor 
Farwell's dead," instead. 

The old man and his son were a fine pair: they 
matched the heavy oak panels of the dining focwn and 
the solidity of the big oak table. They looked worthy 
of the beautiful silver and glass, and the rich color of 
the pictures on the walls. 

At the head of the table the Admiral sat, his brown 
face set oflF by his silver hair and whiskers. Behind 
him Sanson the butler, white-haired and erect By his 
side two black spaniels patiently hoping for their din- 
ner. The picture lighted by six tall silver candle- 
sticks, their soft glow on the glass and silver, on the 
Admiral's shirt front, shining back in a sparkling re- 
flection from the eyeglass he wore on a thin black 
cord; the butler, a little lower in tone, just identified 
by the light, no more. At the foot of the table, Toby, 
handsomer than his father, clean-shaven, with big 
regular features, crisp golden hair, very fine dark 
blue eyes. Above the sounds of the men waiting, of 
the crackle of the wood fire, of the Conversation, was 
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the rustle of the wind in the trees outside, and the 
constant, regular breathing of the sea. The whole 
might have well stood for a picture of the best part of 
Elnglish life. It was supremely dignified and very 
homely. The Admiral looked at his son with pride, 
then the memory of what he had to say came over 
him. He framed his lips to say, "Now about this 
woman," but was stopped by a word from Toby. 

It was, curiously enough, "Now, dad, about that 
girir 

For a moment the Admiral was at a loss : the ques- 
tion came so pat on his thoughts. 

"What girl?" he asked. 

"Phyllis," said Toby. 

"Oh I the child." 

"I feel we ought to do something," said Toby. 

"When are you thinking of marrying?" said the 
Admiral, putting up his eye-glass. 

Toby roared with laughter. "My dear dad," he 
said, "the child is only six." 

And when the Admiral was collecting himself to 
open his subject, Sanson brought in the saddle of 
mutton. 

"I saw the people the kid lives with," Toby con- 
tinued. 'Decent enough people, but as close as a 
tomb about the girl. They'd never seen the mother 
or father." 

"Why do you take such an extraordinary interest 
in this child?" 

"Deuced difficult to explain," said Toby. "I lock 
to her, a funny little bit of a thing, and Farwell 
seemed so keen on her, poor devil !" 

"What can you do?" 

"Well, you've heard me speak of Welby " 
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''Soap?*' asked the Admiral. 

'•Yes, poor devil!" 

**Very few angels in your vocabulary," said the 
Admiral, smiling. 

"You would hardly call Welby an angel," Toby 
answered, "he's too — too clever." 

**Go on," said the Admiral, laughing. His laugh 
had the same boyish ring as Toby's. 

"Well, I've always been keen that Peterbob should 
adopt a child." 

The Admiral's laughter rang out loudly. "My dear 
fellow," he said, "you are always planting your the- 
ories in some one else's garden. From what you have 
told me of Welby he should be the last person to 
adopt a child. He's a young man about town, isn't 
he? Very rich, with nothing to do?" 

"That's just it," said Toby seriously. "He ought 
to have something to do." 

"So you propose to turn this elegant gentleman into 
a nursemaid?" 

"It's a very good idea," said Toby. 

They had arrived at the savory, and the Admiral 
suddenly recollected his business. He plunged into 
the matter at once. 

"I telegraphed to you ^" he began. 

"Quite right," said Toby quickly, "I'm glad I came. 
I knew you were very interested in Farwell. It didn't 
matter in the least." 

This threw the subject back again, and somehow 
the Admiral had not the heart to pursue it, though he 
felt he must broach the question of the actress soon. 
He could not come straight to the point, as he had 
forgotten the lady's name. 

"Any people you knew in the hotel?" 
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"Welby," Toby answered, "and Lady Pashen, his 
aunt — ^you know her." 

"Yes, I know her," said the Admiral. 

"And a Miss Macaire, and a Mis3 Dumblederry: 
two ladies Welby and I know." 

"Quite a little party," said the Admiral. "Ah I" he 
thought to himself, "he'd be sure to mention her last. 
I'll speak to him directly." 

Sanson bent over the Admiral and said, "The 
Wreck port, sir?" 

"A very good idea. Toby, in honor of your visit, 
a bottle of the Wreck port, eh?" 

He thought they might talk the matter over 
amicably with a glass of good wine. Toby would 
understand. He had probably not reasoned the thing 
out for himself, and as soon as it was put to him as 
man to man, he would see clearly that a Quarrenden 
must not be ensnared by an actress — a fortune-hunt- 
ing actress. Before the port arrived he began. 

"This Miss Dumblederry — a nice woman ?" 

"I like her very much," said Toby. 

"Ah I female society is very pleasant." He did not 
feel he was getting on very well. 

"Oh, yes, it's all right," said Toby, 

"Though I never have a woman In the house, ex- 
cept the servants," said the Admiral. 

Toby couldn't make him out. 

"Are you thinking of asking somebody here?" he 
said. 

"No, certainly not," said his father. "I should like, 
though, to see you well married before I die." 

"Let's hope that's a long way oflF, dad." 

This was not at all the tone the Admiral wished the 
conversation to take. 
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"Both these ladies in the hotel — Irish, I judge, by 
their names?" 

"One," Toby answered, "is half Irish, the other 
very much all Irish." 

"Ah!" thought the Admiral, "it'll be the Irish one. 
They're the very devil." So he said, "That would be 
Miss Bumblederry?" 

"Dumblederry," corrected Toby, smiling. 

"Yes, yes. An attractive woman?" 

"I think so," said Toby. "A very good sort" 

"So that's the way she's tackling him," thought the 
Admiral. "Very clever." 

"I think you'd like her," added Toby. 

"Me!" cried his father. "I'm sure I shouldn't. I 
don't care how pretty and fascinating she may be." 

"She's as plain as a pikestaff, forty-five, and a 
widow," said Toby, laughing. 

"Bless my soul— dear me!" said the Admiral, very 
confused. "Then it's the other one." 

At this moment the port arrived. 

"What about the other one?" said Toby, suddenly 
alert. 

"I'll talk about our business later," said his father, 
raising his glass of port. "To your mother." 

Toby drank the toast, puzzled as to the Admiral's 
meaning. Had he heard of Christine, of their friend- 
ship? After all, what did it matter? In a freakish 
spirit he raised his glass again, smiling broadly. 

"To the other one, then, dad — Miss Christine Ma- 
caire." 

"Can you drink that toast atter your mother's?" 
asked the Admiral sternly. 

"Of course I can," Toby answered. "She's one of 
my best friends." 
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"There's nothing in it/' thought the Admiral to 
himself, to calm his worst fears. He beckoned to 
Sanson. 

"Sanson," he said, "send one of the men round to 
Mr. Grifiin's with my compliments, and ask him if he 
would care to join us in a bottle of the Wreck port." 

"To-morrow," said the Admiral, holding his glass 
up to the light, "I have a great deal I want to say to 
you, Toby." 

When Mr. Griffin arrived (they called him the 
Steam Pinnace), he found the Admiral and Toby dis- 
cussing first-class cricket. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE ADMIRAL AFTER BREAKFAST. 

The Admiral had, in the morning, addressed the 
most tactful speech to his wardrobe. He had ad- 
dressed it as "my good fellow, my dear lad, my boy," 
all in the most honeyed terms. He had overwhelmed 
it with magnificent proofs, quotations from cases of a 
like kind to the present one, and had demolished all 
opposition without a murmur. To his heated imagina- 
tion the wardrobe had replied with the utmost defer- 
ence and filial piety. There never was such an ex- 
emplary wardrobe: it said — as representing Toby — 
**Of course, dad, you are always right in cases of this 
kind." The Admiral failed to see any fault in his 
chain of reasoning; he was playing bridge with all 
the cards on the table, a kind of treble dummy, for it 
was as simple as you please. So, in a high good 
humor, he sailed downstairs to breakfast 

Toby, on the other hand, remembered the mention 
of Christine, and was rather prepared to have it out 
with his father. 

During breakfast, however, the Admiral's steward 
came in and there was much talk over Giles' ricks, 
and streams to be cleared, and trees to be cut down, so 
that the fateful topic again passed mention. 

After breakfast the Admiral said to Toby, "My 
85 
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lad, I want you to join me on the quarter-deck in 
twenty minutes." 

Toby knew the quarter-deck well; it was a brick- 
paved walk running the entire length of the south 
side of the house. It was here he was used to receive 
any lectures on his behavior at school, or stern re- 
proval for youthful frolics on the estate. It was the 
Admirars Star Chamber, where he dealt justice. 

The two men walked twice up and down before the 
Admiral spoke. He got in the first blow. 

"So this woman is an actress?" 

"Miss Macaire? She is," said Toby. 

"Macaire? Asstuned name, I suppose?" 

"Not at all," corrected Toby. 

"Certain?" 

"Perfectly certain," said Toby. 

"She's up to no good, my boy," said the Admiral. 

"I don't know what you mean," Toby replied. 

"Look here, my dear fellow," said the Admiral, 
"you and I are men of the world: we understand 
things, and we tmderstand one another, I think." 

"I'm trying to," said Toby innocently. 

The Admiral frowned slightly; he didn't recollect 
the wardrobe being so dense. 

"Of course I don't know," he said, "how intimate 
you are with this — this actress." 

"She's a lady," Toby replied. "And she's one of 
my greatest friends." 

Now the Admiral didn't like his job in the least, so, 
instead of behaving in his ordinary bluflF way, being 
very simple and direct, like his son, he must needs try 
his hand at a little craft. 

"Mind you, my boy, I've been a young man myself, 
and fond of gaiety and that sort of thing " 
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"What sort of thing?" asked Toby. 

Really, the wardrobe had been far more easy to deal 
with. 

"Well — ^well," said the Admiral, stopping still and 
looking over the harbor, "I hear she's a very notori- 
ous woman." 

"Celebrated," said Toby, also gazing hard at a 
yacht at anchor. 

"I said — ^notorious," said the Admiral, with an 
angry spark in his eyes. 

"I heard what you said perfectly well," Toby re- 
plied. "I corrected you." 

"I will not be corrected," said the Admiral. 

"Look here, dad," said Toby, "I know what you 
want to say. You've heard some scandal about me 
and Miss Macaire — it's all bunkum. She's a fine 
woman, as good as they make them." 

"They all are," said the Admiral, snorting. 

"It's not the least use working yourself up into a 
temper about this," said Toby. 

"I never was cooler in my life," the Admiral re- 
plied, continuing his walk. "I simply ask you, for the 
honor of the family, to break with this dangerous 
woman. She'll trap you, mark my words. I know 
these chorus girls — she-devils." 

"I wasn't asking for your reminiscences," said 
Toby angrily. "I asked for a little common-sense. 
Miss Macaire is not a chorus-girl, she is an actress at 
the top of the tree." 

"I know," said his father. "Driving about in some 
man's motor-car with another woman's husband." 

"Don't be absurd," said Toby. "She's a lady, and 
just as moral, or whatever you like to call it, as any 
of the people round here. Just let me speak. I've 
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known her some years; we're great pals. She's the 
only woman I know well, and I'm really fond of her. 
So don't worry; there's absolutely no need." 

"Of course you are fond of her," shouted the Ad- 
miral, stopping again. "What do you think the artful 
hussy's after? I'll tell you: a decent name and your 
cash. My boy, you're a fool. You'll tell me soon that 
she wants to sit next to you in church and sing 
psalms. I won't have it. I tell you I've heard all 
about her. She's ruined more than one man already, 
and you step in, a nice easy-going man with a pocket 
full of money which she means to snatch." 

"I won't allow Christine to be spoken of in that 
way," said Toby. 

"A brazen-faced, painted actress! You're a fool, 
sir, a silly fool!" 

"She's my best friend; she and Welby mean more 
to me than I can tell you," said Toby. "I won't have 
her treated in this way." 

"She's making you the laughing-stock of London, 
I'll be bound," said the Admiral. 

"I don't think you realize what you are saying," 
Toby replied furiously. 

"Confound your damned impertinence!" said the 
Admiral. "I tell you plainly I'll put a stop to this. 
If you don't know the woman's true character you are 
a worse fool than I took you for. You are my son, 
the last of the Quarrendens, and I'll be shot if I see 
you throw yourself away on this common woman." 

"I never thought of marrying her," said Toby. 

"Does that make any difference to a woman of that 
sort?" shouted his father. "You'll find yourself tied 
up, I know, tied up with half a dozen squalling com- 
mon brats before you know where you are* Think of 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



'EVERYBODY'S SECRET 89 

my friend, Cosway — ^ruined through marrying a bar- 
maid." He recollected, even in his temper, how this 
had demolished the wardrobe. 

"I will say no more about it," said Toby. "You 
don't understand; I knew you wouldn't I once 
thought of bringing her here with her companion." 

The Admiral stamped on the ground. "If you dare 
to bring the woman into my house Fll tell her 
straight to her face what I think of her." 

"You are too excited to realize how you arc hurting 
me," said Toby, red in the face. 

"Excited! Bah!" cried the Admiral. "Hurting 
you, indeed ! Think of my feelings. I see you throw- 
ing up all your chances and having a common intrigue 
with this ballet dancer, and turning this place, when 
Fm dead and gone, into a bear garden." 

"I refuse to say another word on the subject," said 
Toby, standing squarely in front of his father. "If 
you don't care for my friends I can't help it. Miss 
Macaire remains my friend until she chooses to feel 
otherwise. If you had been in a reasonable frame of 
mind you'd see the folly of your words. If you knew 
her you'd be thoroughly ashamed." 

"Fll say what I please, sir," said the Admiral. 

"Then you must say it alone," said Toby, "for Fm 
going away." 

With that the Admiral walked stiffly from him 
down the garden to the sea wall, and Toby flung him- 
self into the house, storming under his breath. 

He felt he must clear up this misunderstanding 
somehow, and it suddenly occurred to him to consult 
the friend of his childhood, Charles Griffin. 

"Griflin'll know what to do," said Toby to himself 
as he seized his cap. 
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CHAPTER X. 

ntOH ONE WHO KNOWS. 

Mr. Griffin was seated in his study smoking a large 
pipe. His nickname, the Steam Pinnace, was being 
well justified by the clouds of smoke that arose from 
his whereabouts — a deep armchair. Many a maid 
and many a widow had set their caps at Charles Grif- 
jGn : he was so very comfortable, so very sympathetic. 
His house, which stood low down near the beach, was 
white and neat and cosy ; there seemed to be a chim- 
ney always puffing a welcome of blue smoke, tokening 
a glass of something hot, or a nice lunch, or an excel- 
lent little dinner. He was the first person to start 
fires in the autumn, and the last to leave them off in 
the spring. Mr. GrifHn had a nearly circular figure, 
and a perfectly circular mind that traveled slowly but 
surely back to the point it started from. Fate, strik- 
ing hard at the ladies of the district, often met the 
comfortable Mr. Griffin, and was compelled to turn 
aside. He was the supreme adviser in that he agreed 
with everybody, and at the end of any tangled affair 
people were always able to say, "Mr. Griffin said so," 
or "Mr. Griffin fainted as much." 

The room in which he sat echoed his personality. 
It contained four comfortable chairs and a soft, invit- 
ing sofa. It was a small room filled with books, pic- 
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tares, and china. The brass fender sparkled with pol- 
ish, the china gave out little glints of light, and the 
books and pictures were glowing with mellow color. 
Mr. Griffin twinkled at the room, and it twinkled 
back at him. 

At twelve o'clock Toby, who had been for a walk 
on the cliffs to cool off his anger, burst into this com- 
fortable sanctum, and said "May I come in?" from 
well inside the door. 

Mr. Griffin pointed to a chair with the stem of his 
pipe 

"I've had a row with the guv'nor," said Toby, 
throwing himself into the chair. 

Mr. Griffin blew a whistle which hung round his 
neck from a string, and a middle-aged woman ap- 
peared, beaming. 

"A jug of ale and two glasses, Susan/' said Mr. 
Griffin. 

"So I came here to have a talk with you," said 
Toby. 

Mr. Griffin blew a cloud of smoke from his lips and 
pursued its course with his eyes. 

"He lost his temper, and I lost mine," said Toby. 

And Mr. Griffin nodded sagely at the ceiling. 

The beer appeared, and Mr. Griffin toasted Toby 
silently in a glass. 

"I'd better tell yoUu the story from the beginning, 
if it won't bore you," said Toby. "It won't take long. 
I have a great friend — a woman." 

Mr. Griffin inclined his head and made a third chin. 

"She's a good, splendid woman," Toby went on, 
"and she happens to be an actress." 

"An actress?" said Mr. Griffin into his tobacco jar. 
He was filling a fresh pipe. 
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"We've been friends for over seven years," said 
Toby, "real friends. I mean I'm fond of her, and 
she's fond of me, but not the — the kind of thing one 
marries on, or any rot of that sort. Do you see what I 
mean?" 

An inclination of Mr. Griffin's left hand gave Toby 
to understand he had complete hold of the situation. 

"I see a lot of her," said Toby — ^"several times a 
month. She has a companion and all that, so it's 
quite ordinary — perfectly respectable. We are sort of 
brother and sister. You know, never having had a 
sister, and never having had much to do with women, 
as my mother died when I was a kid, I rather felt the 
need of— of somebody I could talk to, as one doesn't 
talk to a man. You agree with me, don't you ?" 

"Go on," said Mr. Griffin, nodding slowly. 

"I knew you would," Toby replied gratefully. "I 
used to tell you things years ago. Well, the g^v'nor 
heard of this, and asked some liar about Chris- 
tine " 

Mr. Griffin's hand went up. 

"Stupid of me," said Toby. "Her name's Macairc 
— Christine Macaire. For some reason this brute told 
the guv'nor a pack of lies about Christine, and now 
he's ramping and raving just as if I was dragging the 
family name in the mud. He called her all sorts of 
names, and in fact, we had a regular row. Now, I 
want you to advise me." 

"Pass the matches," said Mr. Griffin. 

"Sorry," said Toby. "This means an awful lot to 
me. I'm not going to break with her." He looked at 
Mr. Griffin to see if that excellent friend was about to 
make any observation. He made none. 
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"And I don't want to keep up this beastly row with 
the guv'nor." 

"With the guv'nor?" said Mr. Griffin, in a level 
voice to the match he was holding. 

"As you say," said Toby, "it would be very upset- 
ting to keep it up with the dear old dad. Of course, 
he's old-fashioned and doesn't understand that one can 
have a woman friend without marrying her." 

Then the eyes of Mr. Griffin twinkled, and he said : 
"Make a friend of your wife, my boy, but never make 
a wife of your friend." 

"Exactly," said Toby ; "only, I can't put things that 
way. Now, as you say, what about the guv'nor? 
Ever since our row after breakfast I've been walking 
about trying to think of an idea. He thinks an 
actress must be a low-down sort of creature, with 
golden hair — dyed, of course, — a painted face, and a 
vulgar voice. Miss Macaire is a lady in every sense 
of the word. I can't tell you how upset I am. You 
know I'm not a brainy chap, and my world seems 
pitchforked upside down. If the silly old ass ever 
met her he'd see for himself at once." 

"Your father meet her?" 

Toby slapped his knee vigorously. "You're a mar- 
vel. Griffin. Just my idea. Why shouldn't he meet 
her? As soon as she comes back to town, couldn't 
we arrange it? I had a sort of idea that she might 
motor down here and, in some way, run across the 
guv'nor by accident." 

Mr. Griffin smiled, a slow, broad smile full of fun. 
"Rather rough on your father to be run over by acci- 
dent by this young lady, isn't it ?" 

A roar of laughter from Toby, who was rapidly re- 
covering his spirits. 
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**l didn't mean in that way/' he said. "I wondered 
if you could think out some way for them to meet? 
II they once met it would be as right as rain." 

Mr. Griffin took a deep interest in the bowl of his 
pipe, peering into it as if it contained a solution to 
this problem. 

"I had rather an idea that you might care to meet 
her; she's very interesting and beautiful, and very 
well known. She'd take to you immensely, I know 
she would." 

"I — meet Miss Macaire?" said Mr. Griffin. 

"What do you think?" said Toby. 

There was no evading this direct question. 

"I should be proud," said Mr. Griffin. 

"Good man," said Toby, delighted. "Then if I 
bring her here you'll bring her up to lunch as a friend 
of yours." He sat back, the better to see how his 
friend took this announcement. 

For a few moments one might have thought Mr. 
Griffin a volcano in a dangerous state of eruption, 
such a volume of smoke poured from him. When he 
spoke his whole face was one large smile. He wagged 
a forefinger at Toby through the cloud of smoke that 
surrounded him. 

"Master Toby," he said, "when you capsized in the 
harbor you came here to dry your clothes and to get 
me to fix up a story for the Admiral. When you 
smoked your first cigar you came to me to get some- 
thing to make you feel better afterwards. In all your 
peccadilloes you've been here, and now, if you please, 
I'm to tackle a strange young woman and try to pass 
her oflF on your father as a friend of mine. Toby, you 
young devil, I believe you yam; but " 

"Don't say you won't do it," said Toby. 
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"But," said Mr. Griffin, "if this lady is so very in- 
teresting and beautiful, why aren't you in love with 
her?" 

"Oh, rot!" Toby ejaculated; "she isn't that sort." 

"Then, for heaven's sake, let me see this monster 
among women. Plain, cock-eyed, short, tall, thin, and 
fat, in all my bom days, Toby, I've never yet met one 
of Eve's daughters who wasn't the marrying sort at 
heart." 

"I can bring her, then?" 

"Your father has a tender heart," said Mr. Griffin. 

"Rather," said Toby. 

"Then," said Mr. Griffin, laughing, "perhaps he'll 
fall in love with this wonderful woman himself." 

Toby felt he was entitled to a burst of laughter. 
"As soon as possible," he said, getting up. 

"The sooner the better," said his friend. 

When Mr. Griffin was left alone he filled a fresh 
pipe, and, as he sat smoking, he took it from his 
mouth every now and then to chuckle. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CHAPTER XI. 

CHRISTINE CASTS HER SPELL. 

Toby did not regard life as a battlefield, or a 
kaleidoscope of emotions, or a blunder ending in a 
mystery, or as any of the things to which it has been 
likened. He was not a poet, but he was part of the 
poem. In the eternal rhythm of things he fitted into 
his place without a thought to the rhyme. For all the 
big affectionate nature he had — and he had a large- 
ness of heart uncommon to many men — he was a 
dumb man : his introspective language was tiny. When 
he expressed himself it was by action, generally big, 
blundering, kind action, the result of a fine instinct 
toward the generous ideal rather than any reasonable 
thought. 

Though he had a great span of love in his heart, it 
was not the love which made his pulse beat high and 
his feet take dancing steps to one particular altar. It 
might even be said that he loved the earth more than 
the people of the earth. He had curious twists in his 
affections for inanimate things ; he loved certain fields, 
and he loved to touch and open gates he had known as 
a boy, and he had real warm feelings for trees he had 
watched growing, and even for a pair of oars that 
hung in his room. 

For people he felt a warm kindling of his nature 
and gave himself to them heartily, yet was still heart- 
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whole. A sweeter, more lovable man it was hard to 
find; yet he was a boy at heart, and his deeper emo- 
tions had never been aroused. The difference be- 
tween himself and his friends was immense. Welby, 
who felt so much that he winced at life and protected 
himself by his sharp tongue; Christine, who felt so 
deeply that she gave herself, body and soul, with her 
eyes closed, and who protected herself by an innate 
sense of modesty few would believe could be there; 
and old Charles Griffin, who was so tender that he 
never dared to launch out into the world, but lent a 
ready ear to its joys and sorrows — all of these people, 
part of Toby's life, knew him as something rare, an 
untouched man, a man who sang in the open air be- 
cause he felt strong, and big, and healthy, and they 
feared for him when his time should come and he 
should know himself weak and pitiful with a new- 
found emotion. 

The morning after the quarrel with his father saw 
Toby seated in a first-class carriage bound for town. 
The bishop who sat opposite to him was amused to 
notice the frequent smiles crossing Toby*s face. He 
pictured him a man in love, and wondered what man- 
ner of woman had captivated this amiable giant. Toby 
was filled with joy over his neat plot. The Admiral 
should see Christine under the wing of Charles Grif- 
fin. When Toby thought of this he gave a great 
chuckle of amusement, which reflected itself behind 
the bishop's newspaper in a grave, sympathetic smile 
from that pillar of the Church. Next best to feeling 
exuberantly happy is to journey alongside of happi- 
ness. The bishop felt that a summer sim shone on his 
wintry years. 

There followed ten days of traveling for Toby, 
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mainly in the eastern counties. The eleventh day 
found him at Christine's house in Westminster. 

"When you have finished smiling," said Christine, 
"you may sit down carefully." 

"Not on the kitten, though," said Patricia hastily. 

"Now," said Christine when Toby was seated, "I 
suppose I shall have to perform the usual surgical 
operation of getting news out of you with the least 
pain. Have you done an3rthing? Well skip the Pyre- 
nees for the moment and hear about you." 

"I've struck a ripping idea," said Toby. 

"Judging from the remains of your handshake," 
said Patricia, opening and closing her finger^, "I 
should think you have killed it." 

"Tell it to us gently," laughed Christine, "so that 
we may prepare for the full force of the shock." 

"You are back early," Toby began. 

"That woman. Lady Pashen, made mountains im- 
possible," said Patricia. 

"Well," said Toby, "I want you to motor with me 
down to Devonshire to meet my father." 

Patricia gave a quick, apprehensive look at Toby's 
face. Was this to be the commencement of a matri- 
monial campaign? 

"I suppose," said Christine, "he wants to see if I'm 
a fit and proper person for you to know." 

"To tell you the truth," said Toby, trying to He 
naturally, "he's heard such a lot about you from me 
that he's reasonably curious. There's another stun- 
ning old chap, Charles Griffin, who is dying to meet 
you. You'll like him awfully; he's been a friend of 
mine ever since I was a kid." 

"I don't know that I want to come before a jury," 
said Christine. 
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'•Well go," said Patricia. "I think it is right that 
we should go." 

"It's a jolly ride down," Toby urged. 

"Does your father really want to sec me?" said 
Christine, searching Toby's face. 

**Well, you see," Toby replied, "we had a long talk 
about you the other day, and Fm most awfully keen 
he should meet you." 

"I've always longed to drive to Devonshire in a 
motor-car," said Patricia. 

"What a peculiar longing!" said Christine. 

"Christine," Patricia answered, "I have always felt 
it would be better if we knew Admiral Quarrendcn." 

"I have got a week," said Christine, yielding. "And 
your big car is rather adorable, Toby." 

"Then that's settled," said Patricia firmly. 

"Please, ma'm, may I get down?" Christine said, 
making a comical face. 

*'Don't be ridiculous," said Patricia. "You know 
you are longing to go." 

The big adorable car, responding to the hand of the 
silent French wizard who loved it, and drove it, and 
talked to it at night in the garage, duly dropped Toby, 
Patricia, and Christine in the lane by Charles Griffin's 
house. 

Christine, in an Early Victorian bonnet, calculated 
to capture a navy and bring any number of admirals 
to her feet, stood enraptured before the little white 
house. 

"Pat," she cried, "look at itl Do look at it twin- 
kling!" 

"Houses don't twinkle," said Patricia. 

"But look at the shiny brass door-knocker, and the 
shiny little windows, and the neat flowers, all eyes. 
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Toby, dear, do introduce us quickly to the White Rab- 
bit/' 

"The White Rabbit?" asked Toby. 

"Don't tell me a White Rabbit doesn't live here," 
said Christine, laughing. "Oh! I never saw such a 
house! I'm sure it has its face washed every morn- 
ing. Come along — up the little brick path — rat-at- 
at-at at the front door — and who should open the door 
but a little brown rabbit in a print frock. Toby, why 
didn't you tell me?" 

They went, laughing and chattering, to the door. 

Charles Griffin put his pipe down as they entered. 
Christine walked straight into his heart at once. She 
told him all about the White Rabbit. 

Toby left them, to warn the Admiral that Charles 
Griffin was bringing two ladies to lunch. He found 
his father in deep consultation with Hamish the gar- 
dener, and the Admiral said, "Certainly, certainly," 
over his shoulder, giving Toby a friendly smile. Then, 
exulting in high expectations, Toby captured the but- 
ler and gave orders for the cook to work miracles. It 
was with a schoolboy pride that he waited the comple- 
tion of his plot. He never dreamed of failure, feeling 
sure his father's courtesy and Christine's charm would 
blend harmoniously. 

She came, she saw, she conquered. As Patricia 
said afterward, she bolted the Admiral whole. Chris- 
tine was irresistible. Charles Griffin positively purred. 
The Admiral smiled pathetic apologies to Toby over 
his glass of wine. A wonderful lunch ! 

"I wonder," said Christine, "if you ever met my 
grandfather. Admiral Moon?" 

"My dear young lady ! My dear young lady I" cried 
the Admiral. "Old Moon — Billy Moon your grand- 
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father? Why, bless my soul, of course I knew him. 
I owe him a thousand debts of gratitude. Poor fel- 
low, dead and gone ! Dear me ! how many years ago ! 
I'm an old man." 

"With a very young heart," said Christine. 

"I thank you," said the Admiral. "Young enough 
to feel the charm of a beautiful lady. Where are you 
staying? Toby, why didn't you tell me? Billy Moon, 
bless me !" 

"We are not stopping anywhere particular," said 
Christine. 

"Like the birds," said Charles Griffin. 

"I noticed a nice-looking hotel," said Patricia. 

"The granddaughter of Billy Moon stays here, if 
she will," said the Admiral. "And as long as she 
will." 

"You won't mind an actress?" said Christine. 

The Admiral glanced guiltily at Toby. "An artist 
is ever a welcome guest," he said. 

"They say very nasty things about us," said Chris- 
tine. 

"I shall never believe them," the Admiral replied 
firmly. 

"It's an improbable world," said Patricia to Charles 
Griffin. 

Christine's crowning moment was in the garden. 
"Isn't that cat's-ear?" she asked, pointing to a flower 
in one of the long borders. 

"You are a gardener, then?" the Admiral asked. 

"I should rather think she was," said Toby. 

"And you don't call cat's-ear antennaria?" said the 
Admiral, beaming, "or columbine aquilegia, or harle- 
quin flowtr sparaxis?" 
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"I'm afraid I stick to the old-fashioned names," 
said Christine. 

Then they were at it hammer and tongs — soils, 
pruning, aspects, thinning out, goodness knows what ! 
Did the Admiral like the old-fashioned names? He 
did. Did he call dicentia bleeding-heart or dutchman's 
breeches? He called it whatever Miss Macaire liked. 
Did he think you should grow violas in a rose-bed? 
And so on, till their voices died away in the distance. 

Patricia and Toby were left alone. A volume of 
smoke, making it appear that the summer house was 
on fire, showed the whereabouts of Charles Griffin. 

"Well?" said Patricia. 

"Never seen him like that before," said Toby. 

"If I were Christine I should fall in love with your 
father," said Patricia. "He's a dear." 

"Tell him so," said Toby, laughing. 

"I should like to," Patricia answered. 

"I say," said Toby, "I'm jolly glad you came. It 
makes things so much easier." 

"There are ways of making things still more easy," 
said Patricia, taking his arm for a moment. 

"Oh! I don't think so," he replied unthinkingly. 
"Come and look in the hot-houses ; one of them is full 
of jolly red things." 

On the way to the houses Toby said to Patricia, 
"Do I look like a conspirator?" 

"Not in the least," said she. 

Then, chuckling at his cleverness, Toby told her the 
story of the plot 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THB DUMBLEMRRY AND THE ADMIRAL BEHAVE LIKE A 
COUPLE OF BABIES. 

When two sentimentalists get together their fingers 
itch to have the handling of Cupid's how. No matter 
the age of the conspirators if their hearts are young 
enough : they are all for arranging life by the rules of 
the nursery. Any pair of young people are enough to 
set the sentimentalists off a-nest-building. Reason 
finds little room in the cupboard with Heart; Worldly 
Wise is up on the top shelf along with the dust; 
and Mockery, listening at the keyhole, finds plenty of 
choice gossip for a grown-up audience. 

The Admiral, dear, simple man, kept an enormous 
padlock on the front door of his heart's house, and 
left all the windows open for Love to fly in where it 
would. Whenever he put his hand in his pocket to 
give a beggar a penny he growled out that he dis- 
approved of promiscuous charity, and the hand gen- 
erally brought forth sixpence. He was an easy mark 
for children near a sweet-shop. 

As for Patricia, the expression of grimness on her 
face was intended to convey that her heart-house was 
not only vacant, but on the ace of being pulled down. 
In the sweetness of her soul she would have mothered 
all the naked babies of Africa with pleasure. 

In three days from the entrance of Christine, Pa- 
tricia and the Admiral were scowling at each other 
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over Toby's future, and both were thinking of Chris- 
tine. 

"That's a wonderful woman," said the Admiral, 
watching Christine walking away with his son. 

"She's a dear, sweet, improvident creature," said 
Patricia impulsively. "She thinks motor-cars and 
mutton chops rain down from heaven." 

"She gets on very well with my boy," said the Ad- 
miral. 

"Your son, Mr. Quarrenden, is as blind as a bat," 
Patricia said, patting her knee with a paper knife. 

"What do you mean, Miss Dumblederry?" 

"Look at them," said Patricia, pointing down the 
garden path. 

"They are a handsome couple," said the Admiral. 

"Blind," said Patricia firmly. 

"Do you mean to say that my boy is in love with 
Miss Macaire?" 

"Nothing of the kind," answered Patricia; "but he 
ought to be." 

"I'm glad to hear you say that," said the Admiral, 
turning a smiling face to Patricia. "But Miss Ma- 
caire?" 

"Adores him," said Patricia. "She adores him. 
It's a secret, but it's no secret to me. Perhaps I ought 
not to have told you." 

"My dear Miss Dumblederry," said he, "you may 
trust me to respect your confidence, but I fail to see 
why the boy-^well, why the boy isn't at her feet." 

"At her feet ?" said Patricia, snorting — "not a bit of 
it. He never has been at anybody's feet. With his 
head up in the clouds as it is, I don't believe he knows 
she's got any feet." 

"But he seems devoted to her," said the Admiral. 
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"My dear Admiral," said Patricia, tapping his arm 
with the paper knife, "I firmly believe that you could 
trust your son with a Qeopatra and he'd never yield. 
He's blind about women. Indeed, I expect he only 
knows we wear petticoats by the shop windows." 

"Extraordinary !" cried the Admiral. 

"Yet he's every bit a man — oh ! I love him myself," 
said Patricia, with increasing frowns. "But he has 
not woken up to the fact that life is not a football 
match. He will." 

"You are a very clear-sighted woman," said the 
Admiral. "I never notice these things." 

"I flatter myself," Patricia replied, "that I have my 
head screwed on the right way; at least, it's the way 
I like, whatever people may say." 

"So you really think there is something radically 
wrong with Toby?" 

"No," she said, "not wrong — ^peculiar. Some men 
know so much about women that it is quite uncanny ; 
some know so little that it seems quite unfair." 

"But the average man ?" the Admiral suggested. 

"The average man likes a good dinner and hates 
paying for it. But we are not talking of the average 
man," said Patricia. 

"The late Mr. Dumblederry ?" said the Admiral at 
a hazard. 

"My husband was an Irishman," said Patricia. 
"What he knew about women wasn't worth knowing 
— ^but his telling of it was worth listenhig to." 

"Women are very puzzling," said the Admiral, 
sighing. 

"We won't pick them to pieces to see how they 
work," said Patricia. "How would you like Qiris- 
tine for a daughter?" 
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"As far as I can see, she would be perfect" 

"Well, she's not perfect," Patricia answered 
quickly, "None of us are. I love her for all the good- 
ness and sweetness of her nature, all the gold of her 
heart." 

"I can't understand Toby," said the Admiral. "You 
must know that all this property and a vast amount 
of money and land come to him. He is thfe last of us 
Quarrendens, you know, and you will feel with me 
how sincerely I wish he would marry. There is some- 
thing in your friend, Miss Macaire, that appeals to 
me at once. She seems both lovable and sensible. I'm 
very greatly attracted by her, and I know she is the 
only woman my son has ever cared for in his way. 
Besides, to put it plainly, although she is an actress, 
she's a lady, and the granddaughter of one of the best 
men it has ever been my privilege to meet She 
would give up the stage, of course?" 

"Of course," said Patricia, who very much doubted 
it 

"What would bring Toby to his senses?" 

"Ahl" sighed Patricia. 

"Do you think I could speak to him?" 

"You mustn't tell him anything I've told you," said 
she sharply. "Christine would never forgive me." 

"Couldn't I say I noticed he was making her un- 
happy ?" 

A grim smile crossed Patricia's face. "If you could 
make him believe that," she said, "something might 
happen — though I'm not sure he wouldn't go out and 
buy her a puppy." 

"I could put the case very strongly," said the Ad- 
miral. 

"He's a curious man," said Patricia. "I often won- 
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<ter why a man like Toby should fail to see how Chris- 
tine loves him. Perhaps affection blinds the senses 
which love lights up." 

"Fll speak to him," said the Admiral decidedly. 

"It might be managed," she agreed. "I have 
thought, and thought, and thought about it. He's 
just the kind of man Christine needs." 

"Any woman would be proud to marry him." 

"It's a wonder none of them have before this," said 
F^trida. "It has been done." 

"Mine is a very strong case," said the Admiral, 
buttoning his coat as if to prepare for the encounter. 
"They have my full consent to start with. He's rich 
enough, of good old family, and a fine fellow. They 
could be married from here. We should have a big 
affair — everybody in the county. The more I think 
of it the more I feel it's the right thing. I am greatly 
drawn to that girl. She loves her garden, she is beau- 
tiful, she is a lady. Of course the Moons would be 
delighted." 

"They have never done anything for her," said Pa- 
tricia. "The family quarreled with her mother." 

"Then we'll show them what the Quarrendens can 
do." 

"It is the hope of my life." 

"I'm beginning to feel it is the hope of mine," said 
the Admiral warmly. "I'll put it very neatly before 
the boy. I'll draw him aside after dinner. Do you 
know, Miss Dumblederry, this takes a gjeat load from 
my mind." 

"I wonder," said Patricia. 

"I've just thought of a strong argument," said the 
Admiral. "Do you mind if I go indoors and prepare 
a few notes?" 
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As Patricia, left alone, was about to cut another 
leaf of her book, Christine and Toby came up the gar- 
den path. 

"Pat, darting!" cried Christine, holding a flashing 
object in the air, "look!" 

"Look at what?" 

"Look, Pat, I've caught a fish! My first fish! I 
must have it for breakfast, Toby. It's a very little 
one, but it's a real fish." 

"I hope, my dear," said Patricia, "that you'll catch 
a very big one before we leave." 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

A LOVB SCENE IN THE FAIRY GLEN. 

When Patricia Dumblederry felt particularly senti- 
mental she retired to her room, locked the door, and 
produced a worn book from the bottom of her veil 
box. It was a treasured remembrance of wild excur- 
sions into poetry, a feast of secret delights, wherein 
Tennyson, Wordsworth, Browning, and many lesser 
poets formed a sentimental Parnassus under the 
sceptre of Patricia's moods. 

To-day, a glorious May morning, she took her book 
lovingly and sat by the open window to browse over 
its pages. Removing the frayed elastic band, she 
opened the pages haphazard, hoping to find a key to 
her thoughts. What had transpired after dinner last 
night she did not know. The Admiral had drawn 
his son aside, and they had retired for over an hour 
to the smoking room. After that, when they re- 
turned, Christine had been in one of her coaxing 
moods, and had drawn the Admiral out into telling 
stories of his youthful experiences in the Navy. Then 
she had sung song after song from the old-fashioned 
books she found by the piano, until they had all gone 
to bed feeling very Victorian, and full of moss-rosebud 
sentiment. Patricia had dreamt of the swish of her 
mother's crinoline. 

From the open window Patricia saw Christine go 
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quickly down a garden path in the direction of a place 
they called the Fairy Glen. She looked wonderfully 
young and beautiful in a dress of dull blue silk, and 
she was swinging a garden hat by the ribbons as she 
walked. A few minutes later Toby came into sight 
under the window and looked about him. He was 
whistling carelessly. 

Patricia's heart gave several anxious beats. Then 
Toby turned, saw the flutter of Christine's blue dress 
among the trees, and followed her. Patricia, who 
felt as if she were in a box at the play, applauded by 
patting the window ledge softly. 

"If he's not made of stone," she said, "he'll propose 
to her this morning." 

Her glance fell on the open page under her hand. 
She saw there a quotation from James Hogg, that 
seemed to her hopeful heart like a good omen: 

"Sure He who made majestic man, 
And framed the world's stupendous plan ; 
Who placed on high the steady pole. 
And sowed the stars that round it roll; 
And made that sky so large and blue — 
Could surely make a fairy too." 

Patricia sighed ; she had copied that out at the age 
of twenty. 

Her eyes wandered back to the garden with the 
faint blue sky overhead. "Either a fairy, or a good 
sound box on the ears," thought Patricia — ^'I don't 
know which ; but that man sometimes makes my blood 
fairly boil. Hasn't he eyes? I know if I was a man 
and had seen that darling look at me, even lode at 
me more than once, I'd have moved heaven and earth 
until I married her." 
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The Admirars step sounded on the gftrnvd path 
down below. The sentimentalists were certainly on 
duty, watching at their posts. 

Christine, all unconscious of the snare, had gone 
down to the Fairy Glen to study her new part. She 
was leaving all this peace and quiet tn two days, to 
face the bustle and excitement of her work in town. 
Through the Glen a thin stream trickled its way amid 
masses of fern. The place was like a little secret am- 
phitheatre hidden from the world: on all sides the 
cliffs shut in this quiet spot, guarding the tiny soft 
grass lawn, the stream, the little wood of dwarf oak 
trees with jealous eyes. Above hung the faint blue 
sky, which held by night a little patch of stars to 
watch the place. Right overhead, on the edge of the 
cliff, three solitary pine trees stood close together like 
three sentinels with arms intertwined, creaking out 
strange whispers in the gentle breeze. Not a sound 
but the music of Nature disturbed the place. When 
Christine came down the narrow path a blackbird fled 
away with a frightened cfy. The stream rippled along 
with its small importance, and, far away, was the 
husky murmur of the sea. 

Just as Christine stopped on the grass by the side 
of the stream, looking like a fairy princess in her blue 
dress, the peace of fiie place was broken by Toby's 
whistle. 

She turned and saw him coming down the path, 
and, for some reason, her heart beat fitst. 

"Hallo I" said Toby, in an aimless way. 

"There's no giant in this fairy story," said Chris- 
tine. "Only a princess searching for an inspiration." 

"I say/' Toby replied, "I want to talk to you." 

"By aU the rules of society you are entitled to open 
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the dullest conversation, and I am bound to appear to 
listen." 

"Don't rot, Christine," said Toby. 

"You may come into my kingdom," she said, 
laughing at him, "on one condition: you must be 
very romantic." 

"I say, Christine, Fm not a bit of good at this sort 
of talk." 

"Then you must get good." 

"Ma)m't I even smoke?" 

"Let me see," said Christine, looking at him with 
mock seriousness. "It's against the rules; but as I 
am reigning princess here you may break the rules 
for once. Smoke on, Sir Toby." 

With increasing solemnness he lit a cigarette. 

"You may also be seated in my presence," she said. 

"I'd rather stand," said he. "I've got something to 
say, and I don't know how to begin." 

"Begin," she said, putting her hands behind her 
back and frowning in imitation of him. "Begin, 'I 
bet there are a lot of rabbits in this place.' " 

"Well, I bet there are," he said, laughing. 

"Isn't that what you wanted to say ?" 

"Christine," he said, serious again, "we've known 
each other for a long time now. I know I'm an awful 
fool " 

"Poor old thing!" said Christine, smiling tenderly. 

"Half a moment," said Toby. "I know I'm an 
awful fool, and all that sort of thing " 

"Have you been learning this by heart ?" she asked. 

"Christine," said he miserably, throwing away his 
cigarette, "you might help me, you know. I'm in the 
deuce of a fix. I owe you such a lot — ^I mean you've 
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been awfully good to me. Christine, Fm awfully fond 
of you — won't you marry me?" 

A burning fire ran through Christine. Oh! if he 
had only taken her in his arms and given her the 
kisses she was hungry for. As he turned away his 
head she looked at him with all her secret blazing 
from her eyes. But, in a second, a mist of tears cov- 
ered them. She took one step toward him, then drew 
back. 

"Christine," said he, turning to her again, "I mean 
it. Won't you marry me?" 

Her courage came to her so that she was able to 
shake her head and laugh. But even as she shook 
her head a tear rolled down her cheek. 

"A woman may not marry her own brother," she 
said, and he heard the catch in her voice. 

"I thought perhaps you cared for me," he said. 

"Care for you, my dear!" said Christine, putting 
her hands out to him; "I have never cared for any- 
body half so much. But, dear, it's not that sort of 
caring." 

"Sure, Christine?" 

**You great big dear," said she, "I'm not good 
enough for you. I wouldn't marry you for worlds. 
It was sweet and good, and — and ripping of you to 
ask me ; but Toby, to be honest, dear, it isn't that sort 
of caring with you." 

"Do you think me an awful cad?" said Toby. 

She pressed his hands. "I can't tell you what I 
think of you," she said, with shining eyes ; "it wouldn't 
be good for you." 

"We might be happy," he said, "though I 
clumsy brute." 

"We are happy, quite happy, as we are. I shot 
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make t good wife : I'm too frivolous and inconsequent. 
I love you with all my heart, dear, and I know you are 
very fond of me. There never were better, truer 
friends. Don't think any more about it, Toby, and 
don't worry about me, because — because whether it's 
this place, or the magic of May, or your big, blunder- 
ing sweetness But, anyhow, Toby dear, I'm 

afraid I'm going to cry." 

She buried her head on his shoulder and cried 
quietly, while he stood with his arms round her, not 
understanding, not knowing what to do. For once 
she allowed her heart full play in the arms of the man 
she loved. The luxury and the pain of it mocked at 
her and scourged her, Imt, for the sake of being in his 
arms, she bared her heart to the scourge and her soul 
to the mockery. Presently she lifted up her head and 
peered at him from under her wet eyelashes. He was 
looking over her head, far away. For one moment 
a wild desire woke in her to rouse him to the sense of 
her bodily presence, to kiss him furiously and see what 
would happen, but she thrust the thought aside. The 
strength of her love tore her ; she felt it was the death 
of all she held dearest, the death of her long hope that 
he might see her with different eyes. 

He never knew. Something new stirred in his 
heart; a little voice whispered to his soul, but he 
turned a deaf ear to it. 

"Toby," she whispered, clinging to him, "kiss me 
once." 

He bent over her and kissed her forehead, blushing 
awkwardly. 

With a sigh she drew herself from his arms, turned 
her back on him, and went tp the stream to bathe her 
eyes. 
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"Sorry, old girl," said Toby, watching her. 

"There's nothing to be sorry about," said Christine. 
"I want to get my hair straight." 

Even while she was patting her hair into place 
Toby began to whistle. 

"Toby," she said, "will you tell me a secret?*' 

He stopped whistling at once. 

"I mean quite an ordinary secret," she said, smiling. 
"Toby, dear, who has been talking to you?" 

"I say," he answered slowly, "how did you know?" 

"A little bird." 

"I'd like to shoot that little bird," said he. 

"Patricia?" asked she. 

"Patricia?" said Toby. "Rather not. Why should 
she?" 

"Your father?" 

"He's very keen on you," said Toby. 

"Did he — Toby, tell me, did he want you to marry 
me?" 

"Yes." 

Christine's mind flew back over her life's history. 

"He spoke to you last night, then?" said she. 

"He wants me to marry," said Toby. 

Christine laughed. "So you had a sleepless 
night " 

"I didn't," said Toby. 

"I ought to have known that," said she, laughing 
still more. "You eat a hearty breakfast and came 
whistling to the place of execution. You are a brave 
man." 

"I say," said he, hesitating, "it seems so queer my 
asking you to marry me." 

"You didn't really want to a bit," said Christine, 
turning away again. 
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"Well," he said, rather confused, "I thought we 
got on so jolly well as pals, and somehow I don't 
think Fm a marrying man, so that I was in a bit of a 
funk." 

"That I might say 'Yes'?" 

"Well, to tell you the truth, that was it You sec 
it would upset things so dreadfully. I feel rather a 
beast for saying so, but really Fm rather relieved. 
Things'll be just the same, won't they?" 

"Yes, just the same." 

"So there are no bones broken," he said more 
cheerfully. 

"No, no bones," she said, her heart like lead within 
her. 

"Then it's really all right?" 

"Perfectly. Now, Toby, not another word about it. 
We'll go back to the fairy tale. This is my kingdom, 
and you, a mere mortal, cannot see the fairies. Right- 
about turn. Sir Toby, we'll go back to the house." 

He stopped her at the top of the path. 

"Christine, somehow I feel it isn't quite all right," 
he said. 

"Shake a paw," said she. 

They both laughed heartily. 



Patricia waited long and anxiously at her open win- 
dow. The breeze fluttered the leaves of her book, but 
she let them blow over. Down below she heard the 
Admiral pacing up and down on the gravel path. 

Suddenly Patricia saw the gleam of a blue dress 
among the trees ; her heart beat hard, her hands went 
up to her forehead. Then she heard Toby whistling. 
It struck, somehow, the wrong note. 
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She did not dare to look out of the window. 

The Admiral stopped in his walk and greeted them. 
Christine went into the house, and Patricia heard her 
motmt the stairs, go into her room, and heard the key 
turn in the lock. Her heart went cold. 

"Well, my boy," said the Admiral, his voice sound- 
11^ clear through the window. 

"She wouldn't have me," said Toby cheerfully. 

"Good Lord !" cried the Admiral. 

Patricia shut the book of extracts with a snap. 
Angry tears made her eyes smart as she shut the win- 
dow. She could not bear the sotmd of Toby whistling. 
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CHAPTER XIV- 

THE FATES PROVIDE A GOIX>ESS. 

Riding a big chestnut horse down a Derbyshire 
lane, Toby turned his thoughts inward and rejoiced in 
his freedom. He had done his best a month ago. 
Neither he nor Christine, he decided, had taken the 
Admiral's whim seriously. Plenty of time to think of 
getting married, he thought, when the right woman 
came along. The idea of the right woman made him 
chuckle. After all, he supposed, he would run up 
against some nice girl one day, some nice fresh girl 
somewhere, and they would be married. All the fuss 
of a big wedding, and a house in town, entertaining — 
all that sort of thing! He dismissed the dismal pic- 
ture. 

The thought kept coming back to him. He would 
have to get married and settle down some day. The 
very idea made him frown. He was perfectly happy, 
without a care in the world. 

A week ago he had seen Christine ; she seemed all 
right, hard at work at the theatre, playing eight times 
a week in a new and successful play. He supposed — 
dash it ! why did he think about it at all ? — ^that Chris- 
tine had cried that day in the Glen because she was 
feeling a bit run down. A tonic — that was probably 
what she had needed. He remembered with a smile 
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that he had suggested phospherine as a good idea to 
Patricia Dumblederry, and had been snubbed for his 
pains. "Come up, you lazy brute !" — this to the horse. 
What a ripping day it was! — just enough sun and just 
the right amount of wind. The shadows of clouds 
dappled the surface of great stretches of grass. A 
lark rose singing in the air. A jolly day! 

Before leaving town he had seen Welby. Queer 
chap, Peterbob — worried about something. The 
thought of phospherine again crossed his mind and 
made him laugh. What was it Patricia had said? 
"I believe you are dense enough to think glue would 
mend a broken heart." Nice woman Patricia, but 
sentimental — far too sentimental. 

He came to a good stretch of grass by the side of 
the road, and put his horse to the gallop. Some 
sheep scattered hastily before his approach. The wind 
licked his face. A cloud of plovers rose in a graceful 
combined movement like a well-arranged ballet. 

The stretch of grass came to an end, and he pulled 
his horse up to a walk. "Good old fellow !" he said, 
patting the silky neck. "By jingo! it's good to be 
alive, isn't it, Nick?" 

He began to think about Welby again. Peterbob 
seemed to be thinking seriously about adopting a child 
— ^had even gone so far as to say he had heard about 
one he was going to see. Toby's laugh echoed down 
the valley: it had seemed so like going to look at a 
horse, or a property. 

Welby had said that night when they met at din- 
ner, "Well, how goes it, old chap ?" 

"How goes what in particular?" Toby had replied. 
Welby had looked at him with his eyes half closed, 
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a broad smile on his face. "Well," he had said, "in 
this marvelous world of murder, child-bearing, love, 
hunger, and superstition, how goes the thing next to 
your heart?" 

And Toby had answered, very seriously, "The 
gray's gone dead lame, so Tm riding the chestnut into 
Derbyshire." 

He remembered Welby's shout of laughter. 

"There's nothing very funny in that," he had said. 

"Funny! It's the saddest thing I ever heard," 
Welby had said, "so I laughed to chase away the 
tears. My dear Toby, the echoes of my laughter will 
bring tears to the eyes of Venus." 

Then they had talked about Welby's child. The 
idea had become a regular joke with Christine. "And 
how is little Dora?" or "How is Betty to-day?" 
Christine teased him. She pretended to have seen 
Welby disguised in a false beard, wheeling a peram- 
bulator. She pretended to take great interest in the 
child's illnesses. Welby kept the joke going well. 

"I hear the darling is not so feverish," said Chris- 
tine. 

"Thank you," said Welby, "Marjorie is sitting up 
to-day." 

By common consent it was always to be a girl. 
They got plenty of fun out of the idea. Patricia took 
a serious view. "I agfree with Toby that it would do 
you good," she said. "You could leave the child your 
money, and you would have a responsibility in life." 
It never occurred to them that Welby might marry. 
Welby married was rather like the idea of the Pope 
in a dress suit, utterly incongruous. 

When Toby had parted from Welby that evening, a 
month ago, he had said, "I ask you one thing, Toby : 
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if, when you come back to town, you meet me in Bond 
Street with a teddy bear in one hand and a goll)rwog 
in the other, please remember to pay the respect due 
to a family man. I shall be able to take off my hat to 
the Nelson Monument, feeling I have done my duty 
to the nation." 

"And if I come home engaged to be married?" 
Toby had answered, laughing. 

"Then, my dear chap, I insist on being best man, 
for if I wasn't with you at the wedding I'm sure you'd 
forget yourself and whistle in church." 

"Dash it!" Toby thought, as he mounted a steep 
hill, "there seems to be something in the air. I've 
got marriage on the brain this morning." 

He rode to the top of the hill and stopped before 
a white house, in front of which was a garden gay 
with June roses. It was St. Christopher's Quarren- 
den House, and it stood empty awaiting a tenant. 

Toby whistled loudly, and a smart-looking man ap- 
peared. He was Adam Bean, the servant in charge, a 
sailor, a man in the Naval Reserve. 

"I shall take the horse down to the village," said 
Toby, "and come back here directly. Is there any- 
thing to eat in the house?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"You got my letter? Good. I shall sleep here a 
couple of nights. In another week a Mr. Marchmont 
will be coming to live here; you will remain with him." 

"Very good, sir." 

Toby rode off down the road to the village. The 
village lay below him, snug and peaceful in the valley. 
The gfray stone houses lay scattered in an irregular 
line following the bend of the stream that ran throur'^ 
the valley. Toby had the fishing of this stream f i 
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four miles each way, both banks. It was a first-class 
trout stream, and his keepers looked after it well. 

He rode down to the "Cross Keys," put up his 
horse, and then strolled off to see one of the keepers. 

It was six o'clock by the time he began to mount 
the hill toward St. Christopher's. 

The Fates began to bring the threads of two lives 
together with a careless twist. 

The scene was appropriate. The shadows of the 
hills slanted across the valley. The sky was flecked 
with golden clouds. The wind had dropped to a mere 
murmur among the trees. Toby came with a swinging 
walk up the hill toward a bend in the road. 

The goddess plunges downhill furiously — on a 
bicycle. 

In a second the threads of two lives were knotted 
fast. Toby heard a scream ; saw a wild flying vision 
rush toward him ; fair hair, a white face, a glimpse of 
petticoat. Then a crash, and a moan. 

In two or three steps — ^too late — ^he was by her side. 
The machine, bent and twisted, lay by the ditch, and a 
tumbled mass, white face down, an arm bent back, 
lay by the stone wall. He lifted her as tenderly as he 
might and laid her on the grass by the roadside, half 
thinking she was dead. Her eyes were closed, her 
fair hair strayed over her forehead ; she was limp, like 
a broken flower. 

There was not a soul in sight, not a cottage nearer 
than St. Christopher's. Toby did everything well, 
quickly, carefully. He undid her blouse and felt her 
heart. No, she was not dead; stunned, that was it. 
He lifted her gently till her head rested on his knee ; 
her arms hung down straight, one hand — ^the right 
hand — ^bent back and cut by the stones. Her nose be- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



EVERYBODY'S SECRET 123 

gan to bleed a little, and he took out his handkerchief 
and wiped away the blood. Then she gave a gasp as 
if she was trying to get back her breath and could not. 
So he fumbled about, cursing his clumsy fingers, until 
he had undone her corsets. What a child she looked ! 
Her underclothing smelled of some faint scent like 
clover. 

Toby looked up and down the road, calculated the 
distance to the village, and then decided in favor of 
St. Christopher's. He took her carefully in his arms 
and carried her, at a slow pace, up the hill. He 
reached the door of the house and called out to Bean. 

"Go down to Doctor Genge at once. Tell him there 
has been an accident and he must come here imme- 
diately." 

After the servant had gone Toby carried his burden 
upstairs and laid her on the bed in the room that had 
been prepared for him. 

What little there was to be done he did, feeling a 
new, curious sensation at the intimacy of the situa- 
tion. He took off her shoes, and held one of them in 
his hand, looking at it as if it would tell him secrets 
of the girl who lay on the bed. 

The doctor came, bringing the village nurse, and in 
a few rapid sentences Toby explained what had hap- 
pened. Then the doctor and the nurse turned him 
out of the room, and he went to smoke a pipe in the 
garden. At half-past seven the doctor came down- 
stairs and found Toby waiting anxiously. 

"She's all right, Quarrenden," said the doctor. 
"Right wrist badly sprained — much shaken, a little 
bruised. The shock stunned her, but not badly. She's 
come round now. Silly fools these girls are, career- 
ing about down hills like that. Besides, she's over- 
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taxed her strength — ridden too far. She must stop 
here to-night ; Nurse Macgrath will look after her. I 
shall come up in the morning. Good night !" 

When the nurse came down to dinner she laughed 
at Toby's solemn face. She was a cheery body, breath- 
ing a spirit of cleanliness and order. 

"My dear Mr. Quarrenden," she said, for she knew 
him well, "you mustn't look like that. She's sleeping 
like a baby." 
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CHAPTER XV. 

A WOMAN IN THE HOUSE. 

There sat the goddess opposite to him with her arm 
in a sling. There sat Toby looking at a woman, as a 
woman, for the first time in his life. 

The nurse and the doctor had left. Miss Feringay's 
maid was coming as fast as a local train could bring 
her. Meanwhile Toby lunched with his goddess. 

She thanked him in the shyest, prettiest way. He 
had to cut her chicken up for her : the situation, some- 
how, was as delicate as fine china. Toby felt he was 
treading the grass of a garden in fairyland. The 
roses nodded in the garden outside; from the open 
window they seemed to be turning away and blush- 
ing. Then there was the white room with its gfreen 
curtains and very simple furniture; and there was 
cold chicken and crisp lettuce, and a loaf of new bread, 
pale golden color. Above all, there was Iris Feringay, 
looking like one of the roses outside come to life. If 
a moment in life may have a color scheme, this was a 
very tender affair of pink and white and gold. Then 
there was the subtle suggestion of clover. 

"How good you are, Mr. Quarrenden!" she said. 
"And what a lot of trouble I have given you I" 

"Don't think about it," he said. "I am afraid I 
was awfully clumsy. By jingo! I was scared for a 
minute." 
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"It was horrible," she said, shutting her eyes. "I 
don't really know what happened. I only saw the 
wall and you, and I seemed to be flying. I thought 
I was going to die/' 

"I'm jolly glad I was there," said Toby. 

"Isn't it funny," she said, "for us to be sitting down 
to lunch together in this quaint little house, just as if 
we'd known each other for years?" 

"Fate," said Toby, trying to rise to the occasion, 
"has thrown us together." 

"Yes," she laughed, "from a bicycle. Tell me, Mr. 
Quarrenden, did I look very horrid?" 

"Your nose did bleed," said Toby. 

She put her hand up to her nose and stroked it. 
"One doesn't exactly look one's best with a bluggy 
nose." 

"It didn't look unbecoming." 

"I wish you'd tell me," she said, "what you think 
about me. Don't look startled. I mean, when two 
people bang together out of nowhere I think they 
ought to have placards on them to say who they are." 

"I expect you're very clever," said Toby. 

"Me! Oh, dear, no, I'm just the ordinary foolish 
woman. I am going to reward your lack of curiosity 
by telling you a little about myself. You see, your 
woman friends will all say, 'But who was she?"' 

"I have only one woman friend," said Toby. 

"Really ? Well, she's sure to ask. So you can say, 
*Her name is Iris Feringay, and she said she was 
twenty-six.' " 

"I thought you were younger,*' said he. 

"That's nice of you. Your friend will guess I am 
thirty. Then you can say, *She lives right away in the 
country in a little farm-house, where she keeps bees. 
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and chickens, and three cows of her own — ^Molly, 
Daisy, and Spot'; but you won't remember their 
names. 'And she doesn't know anybody, and she 
seems happy enough bicycling about the country,' It's 
a very lonely world, isn't it, Mr. Quarrenden?" 

"Is it?" he answered. "I'm afraid I don't think 
about it." 

"You needn't, I expect." She gave a sad little sigh. 
"How I'd love to be a man! You're so free, and a 
woman is so hedged in by — well, by other women, 
really. You see, I have no relations in the world, 
and a solitary woman is always regarded as a sus- 
picious object. I've heard all about you from the 
nurse. I can go home and tell the bees quite a long 
story about the Quarrenden Houses." 

"I'm afraid they wouldn't be very interested," said 
Toby, laughing. 

"If I find their interest flagging," said she, "if I 
catch one solitary bee yawning, I shall invent heaps 
about the one woman friend." 

"Do you ever come to town?" Toby asked her. 

"Twice a year," she answered, "I hide myself in 
an ugly, comfortable hotel, put on my best bib and 
tuckers, and walk out to stare in the shop windows, 
feeling very countrified." 

"I think you'd like Christine Macaire," said Toby. 
"She's my best friend." 

"Miss Macaire I" she said excitedly, "the actress ! I 
think she's marvelous, and so beautiful I I tried to do 
my hair like hers once." 

"I hope you will meet her." 

"Mel Oh! she's far too grand for mc," she said^ 
"I should be scared out of my life." 

^'She's not very alarming," said Toby. "You must 
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promise to let me know when next you come to town." 

"May I, really r 

"Rather." 

They chattered on, these two, and Toby took her 
into the garden to see the roses, and, because she was 
a little lame, she had to take his arm. He told her 
what little there was to tell about himself and his 
work and Christine. He had never talked like this 
before, he thought. Without saying much herself, 
she seemed to draw him on to talk of himself. They 
spent a delightful afternoon together, with just that 
touch of strangeness that made it interesting. He 
mentioned Welby, but not by name — "a friend of 
mine, the best chap I know." When Adam Bean 
announced tea they were on excellent terms. 

The maid arrived at five o'clock, a nice country girl, 
rather alarmed when she saw the arm in the sling. 
The trap, which had brought her from the station, 
waited to take Iris Feringay away. 

Toby watched the trap until it was out of sight, 
and then turned to go into the house. Her influence 
was ever)nvhere : she had sat there ; that was her cup ; 
these were the roses she had most admired. How dull 
the place seemed without her! There was the deli- 
cate suggestion of a woman's presence everywhere. 
Something new and strange upset the balance of 
Toby's mind; he could not settle down in peace to 
smoke his pipe. He could not dismiss the thought of 
her ; she was like one of the roses outside, a pale pink 
rose, half open. He laid his pipe on the mantelpiece 
and went upstairs. Because she had slept there, in 
that bed, under that roof, the place was different. His 
peace of mind was strangely disturbed, and he 
frowned at the discovery. 
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On the dressing table was a tiny piece of pink rib- 
bon. It seemed to Toby as he looked at it that Iris 
Feringay had been suddenly transformed into that bit 
of ribbon, and that she was in the room with him. It 
was such an incongruous piece of goods in this very 
masculine house ; such a pert reminder of the presence 
of Woman in the World. It lay there, shamelessly 
pretty, on the white cover, laughing at the great big 
man who stared at it. It seemed to say, "You can't 
get on without us, you know." The room was full of 
Iris Feringay — full of her. When Toby looked into 
the looking-glass her face looked over his shoulder, a 
face of roses and cream, like an apple blossom, 
crowned with fair hair; deep blue eyes, full of life, 
looked into his ; a gentle, low voice spoke to him. The 
light pressure of a hand was on his arm. 

He took up the little piece of ribbon and held it be- 
tween his finger and thumb, looking at it intently. He 
knew that if he put it up to his face it would smell 
faintly of clover. Very thoughtfully he held it for a 
minute, then he said, "Well, I'm blowed !" and put it 
away in his waistcoat pocket. 

So this was how one felt when one was in love? 
He said "Well, Fm blowed !" once again, very softly, 
as if it was a form of benediction, and went down- 
stairs and into the garden to see if the world had 
altered much in the last few minutes. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

ALL THE WORLD A LOVERS' LANE. 

Toby looked at the world with new eyes. In the 
first place Iris Feringay had promised to write to him 
to tell him when she was coming to London; in the 
second place she had actually written — ^to him, Toby! 
He was amazed. He treasured the letter as if it were 
the most wonderful thing in English literature. 

"Dear Mr. Quarrenden" (delicious writing !) : "I 
promised to let you know when I was coming to 
town." (And remembered the promise! Wonderful 
woman, thought Toby.) "I shall be at the New Hotel 
in the second week in July, and I hope I shall see you 
sometime." (Rather!) "I can never thank you 
enough for all your kindness to me ; I'm afraid I gave 
you lots of trouble and upset all your arrangements 
dreadfully," etc., etc. — ^"Yours very sincerely, 

"Iris Feringay." 

With this inspiring epistle in his pocket, Toby 
marched up the High Street, Kensington, with all the 
airs of a man who cries, "Look at me, you dull people, 
for I have suddenly discovered the Secret of Life." 
He felt all eyes on him, reading each beat of his heart, 
and being vastly interested by what they read. He 
smiled in a friendly way at the trees in Kensington 
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Gardens, seeing that they grew to shade the only 
woman in the world. He picked his way among the 
babies and perambulators, still dispensing the largesse 
of his smiles like a king among his subjects. The 
babies, who know most secrets, smiled back at him. 
Metaphorically speaking, he patted the universe on the 
head, and lit his cigarette with a star plucked from 
heaven. Love makes even the most insignificant man 
into a genius. 

Toby passed Welby's favorite seat by the cedar tree, 
and was glad to find that his friend was not there; 
only a pasty-faced lad sat on the seat, reading a paper- 
covered novel. In spirit, Toby took the lad by the 
shoulders, threw the novel across the gjass, and called 
upon the weedy youth to quit reading about love and 
go forth into the world to find it for himself. In 
truth, he passed on his way rejoicing in hi3 own su- 
periority over all mortals. 

At present his state of mind must be kept a secret— 
so he decided. Welby, Christine, old Griffin should 
receive his astounding news when he was engaged. 
And, at that thought, Toby came toppling down from 
his throne and fell with a bump on the hard, matter- 
of-fact earth. Why should Iris care for him? Nor 
look, nor word, nor sign had she ever given that she 
was even especially interested in him. One cannot 
turn ''yours very sincerely'' into a declaration of love, 
or breathe the 'Mear" before "Mr. Quarrenden" in a 
passionate whisper. 

How did he come to be such a fool as to think she 
might care for him? Goddesses, even when they do 
plunge downhill on bicycles, do not necessarily fall in 
love with the first mortal they meet. 

By the time he had reached Hyde Park comer he 
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was in the lowest of spirits, regarding himself as a 
great clumsy brute, a stupid, conceited fool, a creature 
whom no woman would look at twice. But, by the 
time he was halfway up Piccadilly, he was soaring 
away on the pinions of love and dreaming of the sec- 
ond week in July. 

For the first time, Toby thought, did he see the 
reason for the beauty of the sunlight — it was to touch 
his lady's hair with a golden finger and give her a 
crown of light. For the first time did he see the real 
reason why men sweated and toiled in the earth to 
bring to the surface glittering masses of precious 
stones — that she might adorn herself with them. 

He had never noticed that Piccadilly was such a 
beautiful place; and when he arrived at the Circus, 
the wonderfully-woven pattern of moving omnibuses, 
cabs, people, carts, and motor-cars, all revolving in a 
ceaseless stream round the fotmtain in the centre, he 
paused, quite unconsciously, to feast his eyes. He 
had no words to the music in his heart, but music 
there was, and song there was, and this hurry and 
bustle seemed to be part of it, and the baskets of 
flowers at the foot of the fountain seemed to be part 
of it, and the constant play of light and color seemed 
to move something in him that had never been touched 
before. 

As he passed the stage door of the theatre where 
Christine was playing — it was a Saturday afternoon, — 
his heart gave a sudden leap toward her. Would she 
mind, he wondered? He seemed to know her better 
all at once ; a new tenderness for her was born on that 
instant. His love for Iris should make no difference in 
his love for Christine. For the first time he put it 
into so many words — his love for Christine. A little 
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knot of men came out of the stage door and by that 
he knew the second act had just started. A boy from 
a neighboring restaurant entered the door carrying a 
tray covered over with a cloth ; some one was going to 
eat a late lunch or an early dinner — they lived like 
that, these delightfully inconsequent people. It sud- 
denly came to Toby that this life, and Christine, was 
bound up with his life. He knew all the byways of 
the theatre, the byways of Christine's life. He would 
not go to see Christine to-day: some Providence 
warned him happily. The gossamer mantle of love 
had fallen upon him: he knew things he had never 
known before. 

There comes a time in life when a hand stretches 
out from behind the reader of the Book of Real 
Things and turns the page. When Love turns over 
the page, what a wealth of golden illumination is 
there! There is the page a mother reads with her 
first child at her breast, the tenderest, greatest page 
of all. There is the page a youth sees when he finds 
he is a man among men and has come to grips with 
life. There is the page of death and of mourning, 
and the page of despair, and the page of hopi* realized. 

But now Love had turned the leaf for Toby, and 
the worid was good. He had only one night to spend 
in London, and he spent it alone with his thoughts. 
He thanked Heaven for its gift to him of loyal 
friends. Success had not spoiled Christine: she re- 
mained as simple as she had always been. Flattery, 
money, the eager rush of a certain class of society 
that lives on lion-hunting, had left Christine without a 
trace of their influence. She had not adopted a vague 
manner, or a cultivated form of rudeness, or a pose of 
childisluiess : she was a great woman before she was a 
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great artist. Toby felt grateful to her that she had 
kept his belief in woman clear and strong. Ah 1 when 
they all knew Iris! He was a happy man. 

The next morning he was seated in the train on his 
way to Dorsetshire to see that everything was ready at 
St. Nicholas, Lyme, for the new man who was to go 
there in place of poor Farwell. 

The upholstering of an earthly paradise is a good 
occupation for the train, and Toby, who was new to 
such flights of fancy, took a vast pleasure in present- 
ing a whole orchard of apple trees to his Eve. His 
thoughts hovered between the glory of his possible 
acceptance, and the abject despair at his likely refusal. 
He fotmd himself walking along the road at the end 
of his journey in a superb pickle of ideas, a veritable 
chutney of "Paradise Lost" and "Paradise Regained." 

At the bend of the road, where the lane turned 
down to the Quarrenden House, he saw a familiar 
figure leaning over a gate in an attitude of dejection. 

"Peterbobl" he called in an amazed tone. 

The gentleman turned quickly round and disclosed 
Mr. Peter Robert Welby's face shrouded in gloom. 

"Well, of all places in the world " said Toby. 

"I walked here to meet you," said Welby. 

"FrOTi London?" 

"Oh ! my dear fellow, of course not. I'm a philos- 
opher, not a pedestrian. I walked here from a haven 
of rest called 'The Sea Hotel,' where last week's 
menu lies printed in colored splashes on the waiter's 
shirt. It appears to me, whenever I go to an hotel in 
this coimtry, that the Germans have invaded England 
and have forgotten to change their clothes." 

"Old grtunbler! I'm jolly glad to see you, all the 
same. How did you know I was coming?" 
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Welby leaned languidly against the gate, *'I dis- 
covered the interesting fact this Tooming,*' 

"Then you came here before me. This is just 
luckr 

"I came for rest," said Welby, "and I look at the 
intolerable dullness of the turnip fields and renew my 
belief that all poets have lived in towns." 

"Rot!" said Toby. 

"You are perfectly right," Welby answered. "I 
am talking nonsense to keep myself from thinking." 

"Are you worried, old chap?" asked Toby anx- 
iously. 

"Abominably. You see I have taken your advice 
sometimes, and it has often been good. To-day your 
natural clearness of thought shall help me — after 
we've had lunch." 

"By jingo ! Fd forgotten lunch," said Toby. 

"I always suspected you lived on air," said Welby, 
regarding his friend's gigantic frame. "We ought 
to have toasted butterflies and nectar to suit the 
dreamy landscape, but Fate has decided in favor of 
ham and chicken as a substitute. I have ordered our 
Itmch, so come along." 

"Wait a quarter of an hour and I'm with you," said 
Toby. "I must just go over our place there to see it's 
all right. We've got a new man coming. Will you 
wait?" 

Welby took a coin from his pocket and tossed it in 
the air. 

"I want you to decide something for me,*' he said. 
"Heads or tails?" 

"Heads," said Toby. 

"Heads it is," said Welby, looking at the coin. 
"Now, oflf you go. I'll wait about here." 
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Toby strode away whistling, and Welby pocketed 
the coin with a smile on his face. It had fallen down 
with the tail upward. 

"That decides me," he said. Then he stepped 
briskly toward the cottage at the head of the lane and 
opened the garden gate. 

Toby found everything in excellent order: he was 
in the mood to find the world pink and rosy from 
bathing in lovers' tears, in the frame of mind when 
the discovery of wild mignonette growing on coal 
slack is no surprise. He came out, therefore, in the 
best of spirits and longing for his lunch. He looked 
up and down the lane for Welby, concluded that he 
had been wearied of waiting, and was about to turn 
quickly into the high road when he heard Welby's 
voice coming from the cottage garden. A child's 
voice was making low replies. Phyllis! He had al- 
most forgotten herl To hear old Peterbob talking 
to a child would be interesting, thought Toby, as he 
stood still to listen. On any other morning he would 
have been amazed to hear such a conversation, but 
to-day, when one-half of the world seemed to be say- 
ing foolish tender things to the other half, he would 
not have been surprised to find a coal-heaver writing 
poetry, or a fairy asleep in his slippers. 

"One day," Welby was saying, "we'll go to the Zoo 
in a motor-car and give buns to the bears." 

"Yes," in a delighted whisper from Phyllis. 

"And another day," said Welby, "we'll drive in the 
park and bow to all the beautiful ladies." 

"Oh, yes." 

"And — let me see, what would you like best in the 
world?" 
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A very low voice answered, "A parrot, and a white 
dress like Mr. Bramble's niece has." 

Toby could not restrain his laughter. "Now, then, 
Peterbob," he called out, "no flirting with Phyllis." 

He went into the garden and found the two of them 
seated close together on a bench by the cottage door. 

"Toby," said Welby, smiling gravely, "allow me to 
introduce you to Miss Welby." 

"He says I'm to go and live with him," said Phyl- 
Us. 

"What the deuce do you mean?" said Toby to 
Welby. 

"My dear fellow, I've taken your advice." 

Toby was too dumbfounded to speak. 

"Phyllis and I are old friends," said Welby, "such 
old friends that she is going to become my daughter. 
It's all arranged, old chap. I've seen the worthy 
Brambles. You want to come away with me, don't 
you, Phyllis?" 

"Yes," very shyly. 

"Good heavens!" said Toby. If his own visions 
had been less exalted, if his own eyes had not been 
opened by love, he would have noticed a strange new 
light in Welby's eyes, a new expression on his face ; 
but Toby thought that morning, everybody had that 
look in their eyes and that tender smile hovering on 
their lips. 

"You're not joking?" he asked. 

"In two weeks," said Welby, "you will find a teddy 
bear and Phyllis in my drawing-room, and a nurse 
upstairs. Come along, the anxious father needs his 
lunch.'* 

In the middle of lunch Welby said, quite suddenly, 
after a long silence, "God bless you, you silly old 
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ass V* then he turned away to lode out of the window, 
and looked, not at the street, but along six empty 
years, with his eyes full of tears. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

THE PIED PIPER OF LONDON TOWN. 

There was a song in the air on a certain October 
morning. Lady Pashen heard only a nasty rattling 
wind at the doofs and windows of her house in Ebury 
Street, and she sat closer to the fire and gave an in- 
dignant bang to the coals with the poker. On learn- 
ing of Welby's madness — "Adopting a common 
child," she had said, "with dear Edna's boy struggling 
at Oxford. Disgusting!" — she had flown to her 
nephew's house, only to be told that Mr. and Miss 
Welby — ^"Miss Welby, if you please!" — had gone to 
the South of France. 

Christine heard the song in the air and it made her 
sad. She had divined that Toby was in love, though 
he had told her nothing; and she had not dared to 
speak to him. 

Toby heard the song as he sat at his breakfast, and 
It made his heart dance, for he knew Iris Feringay 
was in London. 

He had seen her in July, and had marched by her 
side in a blissful, silent way like a happy watch-dog. 
He had even waited an hour outside a shop where 
they sold things he wondered they dare put in the 
windows, and while she was buying and choosing in- 
side, he marched up and down, trying to look calm 
and unconscious. This, indeed, was love. 
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Iris Feringay was in London, and the hoofs of cab- 
horses rang romantically on the road. The clouds 
piled themselves fantastically over the houses, looking 
like mountains with castles set upon them. The pied 
piper was playing in the streets. 

No one knows the tune he plays. It is an old tune, 
not forgotten, but only half remembered. Nymphs 
and fauns have danced to it, and heroes have gone 
adventuring by reason of it with the tune swirling in 
their heads. And great men have heard it pla)ring as 
they worked, and have lifted their heads to listen. 

Old gentlemen, humming under their breath, went 
westward on this particular morning as if they were 
going far beyond the city, and away into the open 
country. 

On such a morning primroses grew beside inkpots 
in dark, dingy offices, and the cuckoo was heard above 
the roar of machinery, conjured up by the magic of 
the piper's playing. 

The piper seemed to be playing up and down the 
Strand. The tune, a wild, entrancing measure, sang 
that Toby was in love, that all the world was in love, 
and that Toby was the king of the world. 

Mud-splashed leaves danced in the streets and 
thought of their brother leaves in the country. The 
Charing Cross Road remembered the days when it 
was a track across fields with May trees soughing in 
the wind and coarse grass shimmering like a silk lin- 
ing where it lay down for the wind to whistle over it. 

The fire roared "Hullo!" to the chimney, and the 
smoke came rollicking out of the chimney pot and 
blew away in a devil-may-care fashion, wreathing and 
twisting in a crazy smoke-dance over the tops of the 
houses. 
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The tune ran in Toby's blood and made his heart 
beat. It said "Iris is in London" so persistently that 
he began to think the clerks downstairs would hear it. 
It made the windows rattle the word, and the very 
smoke from Toby's pipe curled into "Iris is in Lon- 
don" in filmy grotesque characters. He got up and 
looked out of the window. 

Street doors opened and banged quickly, sending 
out persons on errands, on business of joy or sorrow, 
or money, or the need of it, and they all had the same 
cheerful look despite their errand. 

Through the jangling, merry tune some fairy whis- 
pered in the lover's ear that the whole of London was 
dancing, and all the child-hearted people danced away 
from the rest to jog, hand in hand, out and away to 
the country, ordered by the Piper's playing. 

The wind came booming round street comers, blow- 
ing over the leaves of books outside bookshops, flut- 
tering the aprons of servants who came to doors to 
speak to whistling butcher boys. 

"Iris," said Toby, as he stood looking out of the 
window. 

Then the Pied Piper, whom no one could see, played 
softly so the tune brought memories of moorlands, 
heath, heather, gorse, and lavender, and of stately 
ships at sea, and twisted country lanes. And the tune 
took up the word "Iris," so Toby thought, and made 
it into a song, and a dance tune, and an anthem, and 
the street might have been full of people walking and 
running to see Iris, and tell her she was the most won- 
derful person on the earth, and that Toby loved her 
so madly that it took all London to tell her so. 

Then, as he stood there, he wondered if the Piper 
ever played in the dingy slums near by, or made the 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



142 EVERYBODY'S SECRET 

girls in the office across the way sigh over their type- 
writing, or brought any message to the dark rooms 
where people worked all day long by artificial light. 

In this exalted mood, to which he gave no words, 
Toby left the house and went into the street. There 
was a sting in the air that made people's faces rosy 
and their eyes bright. The colors of the onmibuses 
looked gayer; the posters on the hoardings looked 
like flower beds stuck on end; the flowers in the old 
women's baskets looked as if they grew there. 

Toby walked through the Park toward Knights- 
bridge, and the Pied Piper, pied with the gold and 
blue and brown of autumn, played among the boughs 
of the trees, snapped oflf branches and played pitch- 
and-toss with them in the air, and sent dead, beauti- 
ful-colored leaves bowling along the paths. The cor- 
ner of Sloane Street was like the seashore. The mov- 
ing crowds of people were like waves, the white furs 
of the ladies like wave crests, and the brown furs like 
seaweed ; and the wind came whistling along and blew 
the Tjuses and cabs and the tradesmen's carts into 
their proper courses as they tacked in and out of the 
traffic. 

Then the wind, or the Pied Piper, or the Spirit of 
that great day, blew Iris across the road into Toby's 
arms. Like two sea-gulls they met, over the sea of 
people. 

She looked radiantly pretty, her delicious morsel 
of a face peering out of a nest of black furs, fair hair 
gleaming, eyes dancing, her body alive with delight — 
a flower growing on the dull gray pavement. 

"Oh!" she said, her hand in his, "I am so glad to 
meet you ! What do you think of my new furs?" 

And he thought, though he coulcin't say so, that if 
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the animal who was to clothe this dainty creature had 
seen her before he died for her he would have laid 
down his life with pleasure, dying for the joy of liv- 
ing again round her body. 

All he said was "Iris." 

She heard him say it for the first time, saw the look 
in his eyes, and her head went down in submission. 

Toby knew that the flower had offered herself to 
him, and he could wear her in his heart. 

In a second she regained her self-possession. 

"Do you know," she said, then hesitated before 
saying "Toby" — once it was out nothing mattered. 
"Do you know, Toby, I was thinking this was like the 
sea, and the cabs were yachts, and the motor-cars 
were electric launches, and the big drays were full- 
rigged ships, and the omnibuses nice pleasure steam- 
ers with the captain on the box." 

"It's a mad day," said Toby. 

"It's anything you like," she said. "Let's be mad. 
Let us be just like children who have found a new 
world and want to explore. Let us throw all the hor- 
rid conventions to the wind, just for to-day. Toby — 
shall we?" 

He looked round quickly and saw there was no- 
body near them but a policeman — and he didn't count. 

"Iris," he said, "I— I love you." 

There was no need for her to speak, her face 
showed enough. 

The policeman walked away, smiling broadly. He 
was a married man and he understood. 

"Toby," she said, "this is like a fairy tale. Let's 
get on to a steamer." Then, seeing his perplexed 
look, she said, "I mean a 'bus." 

They mounted an omnibus — ^Toby in a dream, not 
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knowing himself, — and were borne slowly down 
Sloane Street. 

Iris wanted to capture the moment just as it was; 
fantastic — a declaration of love in the middle of a 
crowd, in front of a hat shop; grotesque — sitting by 
a rich giant on the top of an omnibus; wonderful — 
this love which would sing and sing in her heart and 
set her body quivering. 

'*Look," she said, laughing at him, "at the three- 
penny tickets, rose-colored, of course — our passes to 
the Gates of the Wonderful Dream." 

"Iris," he said, "can't we get away somewhere? I 
want to talk to you." 

"Not yet, not yet," she said. "Wait, Toby. I ask 
you, please, to wait. Don't ask me why. I don't 
know. I couldn't tell you, but it isn't the time. Leave 
the day to me. I'm so happy." 

He said nothing. He was shaken as a tree is 
shaken by a storm. He felt a wild desire to take her 
in his arms and to kiss her soft, red mouth, and the 
blood surged up into his face, and the street, for a 
moment, became a hazy blur before his eyes. 

But she knew how to hold her joy and keep it, de- 
liciously, at arm's length, and to play with the fire of 
her emotions. It was fear, it was joy, it was courage 
which made her eyes shine, her heart beat, as she 
toyed with the great moment. She defied the gods in 
their heavens, madly dancing where angels feared to 
tread. She teased her longing, saw her love bowed 
and bent humble before her, and pretended to look 
away. 

The cool wind kissed her cheeks and fanned a stray 
curl on her forehead. She looked up at Toby and 
laughed out of pure joy. 
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After a little while she decided she was hungry, and 
issued her commands for lunch. 

"Let's go to a quiet place," said Toby. 

"Oh, no," she said, "I want plenty of people, and 
color, and bustle — life." 

So they went to the Carlton and eat dreams — they 
didn't know what fairy food was put before them. 

Iris chattered away to him of her life in the coun- 
try, of all the little things that made up her day. She 
drew him out and made him talk about Christine and 
Patricia. Somehow they never touched on Welby; 
the gods decided otherwise. 

Limch merged into tea, and they sat talking in the 
palm room until five o'clock. Then she said suddenly, 
"We'll go out now, and go down to look at the river." 

The wind still blew merrily. The Pied Piper played 
his gallant air as The Only People in London walked 
across Trafalgar Square. 

Still she kept her joy away wantonly, and the day 
died, and the wind dropped. 

They leaned on a parapet of the embankment and 
looked down at the river. The wind brushed the sur- 
face of the water as if it were looking for something. 
Lights appeared mysteriously on the opposite bank. 
London seemed to be muttering to herself awful se- 
crets, tragic stories, hideous black tales. 

Toby was tongue-tied; now that there was no one 
near to hear them all speech deserted him. They 
were wrapped in a heart-aching silence, for words 
came not to give expression to their feelings. 

After some time, as they were walking up a narrow 
street toward the Strand, he said, "My offices are just 
along there. I live here, in this nest of houses." 
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She must needs see his house. "I do want to — oh ! 
please, I do want to." 

So he took her along to Duke Street and showed 
her where he lived. 

"There," he said, pointing to the house ; "it's a dull 
place, but I'm very fond of it." 

Might she go inside? 

"No," said Toby sternly. 

"Just to peep at the office," she said, her head tilted 
up to look in his face. 

Just then one of the clerks came out, and, seeing 
Toby there with a lady, he held the door open for 
them to pass in. 

"Up these stairs?" asked Iris. 

"Those are my rooms up there," said Toby. "The 
offices are down here, below." 

"I must just look at your rooms, now I'm here," 
she said. 

Toby trembled as he went up the stairs; his re- 
straint was gone; his moment had come. 

"Oh!" she cried when she saw his study, "what a 
dear room!" 

"Iris," he said hoarsely, "Iris I" 

Then he caught her up and crushed her in his arms, 
and kissed her eyes and mouth and hair. 

*''Iris, I love you!" he said, his voice broken with 
emotion. "You will marry me, won't you?" 

She pulled him down by the lapels of his coat and 
said, "My darling," and kissed him on the mouth. 

Then she cried a little, and he blew his nose tre- 
mendously, and in a short time he took her back to 
the hotel in a cab. 
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THE CURTAIN LIFTED ON A NEW SCENE. 

In some phases of life one feels so secure that the 
world goes humming through space to the gentle ac- 
companiment of a love song. Rose-colored clouds 
hide the brink of the precipice. 

To Toby, full of the joy and vigor of living and 
loving, the shock of his father's death came as a 
bewildering surprise. He had forgotten the presence 
of death in the world. 

It had happened two days after his engagement to 
Iris, quite suddenly. The Admiral had been found 
dead in his bed. 

Toby, beside himself with grief, withheld the news 
of his engagement from every one but Charles GriflSn, 
and busied himself over the hundred and one details 
entailed by his father's affairs. Iris retired to the 
country, and wrote Toby warm, sympathetic letters 
with which he tried to heal the bitterness of his sor- 
row. The letters came like tender flowers in a waste, 
like a warm, soft wind in a desolate place. Toby 
had never known there were such comfortable words, 
such caressing sentences. 

Christine wrote a diflFerent type of letter, strong, 
womanly, rousing. The two women wrote to him 
daily, and when he read their letters he felt refreshed. 
He was indeed happy in his friends. 

He fotmd a letter from Christine among his father^s 
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papers accepting the post of joint trustee with Toby 
of the Quarrenden Charity, and he remembered his 
proposal to her at his father's desire, and smiled when 
he compared his feelings then to his wonderful adora- 
tion of Iris Feringay. 

Worry, trouble, the pressure of work and his heart- 
broken grief made him ill, and, like any man who has 
never known a day's sickness, he gave way easily. 
His doctor, Christine, and Iris, all urged him to go 
abroad, and, after one day in town with Iris, he took 
steamer from Southampton and went to Madeira. 

It was the middle of January when he set foot in 
London again and made his way through a thick fog 
to Christine's house in Westminster. 

For some reason he had never mentioned Iris in his 
letters to Christine, and, as he hesitated on the door- 
step, he wondered how he should make known his en- 
gagement to her. He decided in favor of bluntness — 
"Do you know I'm going to be married ?" He knew 
it would be difficult to say. 

Christine, hungry for the sight of him, held out 
both hands when he came into the room. For a mo- 
ment she was foolishly happy — ^just to be near him, to 
see his good, honest, clean-cut face. 

"Dear old Toby !" she said, letting his hands fall. 

The sudden sense of intimacy, the beauty of Chris- 
tine, the rush of old memories connected with the 
room, gave Toby a shock of surprise. So much had 
happened in his life since he had last been with her 
alone, that, looking on things with fresh eyes, he saw 
how very dear she was to him; it made him wonder 
what life would be without her. There was a feeling 
of gentle strength about her, of fearlessness, of repose 
of spirit, which was to be felt even in her surround- 
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ings. Not a chair, not a picture, but was an echo of 
her personality. There was an indeiinabie suggestion 
of perfume in the room, which soothed bis senses. 

*1 say," he said, "what scent do you use?" 

"Toby," she said, sitting down on the bear skin by 
the fire, and laying her hand on his knee, "Toby, tell 
me all about her." 

The color rushed to his face. "What an ass I am !" 
he said. 

"Why?" 

"Because," said he nervously, "I'm in a funk. So 
you guessed?" 

She laughed softly and looked at him, her eyes ten- 
der with the love he never saw. 

"Is she as pretty as I am?" 

"She's awfully different," he answered. "She's 
rather delicate looking, and — ^well, would you know 
what I meant if I told you she was like a flower?" 

Her laughter had a sad ring in it. "Like a baby," 
she said, "lisping the alphabet of love. Lx)vers, Toby, 
have compared their ladies to flowers since Adam 
compared Eve's complexion with the blossom of the 
Tree of Knowledge. Tell mc, what flower am I 
like?" 

"I don't know," he said blankly. 

"I grow outside your garden," she said, looking 
away from him. "Now I'll be sensible. What is her 
name ?" 

"Iris," said he. 

"Fair?" 

"Rather. Sort of gold and pink and white. I can't 
describe her. She's twenty-six. She lives in the 
country, and she hasn't got any people — like both of 

US. 
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"We seem to drift together for protection, don't 
we, Toby? Tell me some more." 

"I'm so bad at telling," he said. "She's dying to 
meet you, and she's very curious about you. You 
see, I've told her such a lot about you. She knows 
I'm awfully fond of you." 

"Oh, she knows that?" 

"Yes, rather. You arc the next person in the 
world." 

"The second best," she said. 

"Well, it's so different, isn't it?" said Toby. 

She took one of his hands and pressed it for a mo- 
ment against her cheek. Then she got up from his 
side and sat on the sofa opposite to him. 

"Yes, it is very different," she said. 

"I think she's your sort — ^you'll like her tremen- 
dously," he said, feeling vaguely uncomforta]Dle. 

"I'm sure to like her, if she loves you enough," she 
said. 

Toby got up and stood with his back to the fire, his 
eyes looking at scone vision he conjured up before them. 

"I thought," he said, "it would be very difficult to 
tell you about Iris, but it's quite easy after all: you 
give me half my thoughts. I believe I tremble when 
I'm with her, Christine. I feel she is so precious and 
slender, and I am such a great hulk of a chap. I 
want you to be stunning to her, just as you've been 
to me. I have such a lot of things I want to say, but 
there don't seem to be words for some thingfs. I 
mean — thanks so very tremendously, Christine, my 
dear, for putting up with me. Of course we shall be 
pals just the same." 

She gave a sharp cry. "We shan't, Toby — never, 
never again!" 
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"Oh ! but of course we shall.'* 

Her face was white, her hands twisted together, but 
her voice was calm. "I have lost you, Toby," she 
said. "You will come at first, and then you will come 
less and less." 

"I'm not an ungrateful cad," said Toby, flushing. 

"Of course not," she said, putting out a hand to 
touch his sleeve. "You will feel just the same. But 
such hundreds of little things will crop up into your 
life, things I have no part in, feelings I cannot share. 
Our friendship, our affection, Toby, will be put in a 
little secret casket and laid in the arms of memory. 
Memory, Toby dear, is the mother of dead children." 

There was a vision of Iris before him, and he 
scarcely heard her. There was pleading in her voice, 
there were tears, but he could hear nothing : the trum- 
pet of his own love made him deaf to the music of her 
angfuish. 

Oiristine made her sacrifice that day in the big way 
that was hers. She delivered her love to the other 
woman and prayed she might not fail him in his hour 
of need. For of one thing she was certain, an hour 
of need he must have : no man could walk blindly for 
ever, and when the day came and the mask was pulled 
away, such a man as Toby would need strong help to 
guide him. 

Now that she was to lose him she loved him all the 
more. He stood for so many things in her life: his 
optimism was her faith, his single-mindedness her 
strength. 

"Iris — who?" she asked. 

Toby came out of himself. "Feringay," he said 
"Didn't I teU you?" 
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At that moment Patricia Dumblederry came into 
the room. All the explanation was done over again. 

Patricia scowled at him. 'The world's a crazy 
place," she said. "Peterbob Welby buying pinafores, 
and you going to be married. There — I hope you'll 
be happy ; you deserve to be." 

Patricia always bestowed benedictions with an axe; 
her charity was often a cup of cold water. 

She looked at Toby and Christine and almost had it 
on her tongue to say to Toby — "You fool, you fool, 
are you still blind ? Look at her, my beautiful Chris- 
tine, and you'll see love there you'll never equal." In- 
stead of this she went across to Christine and gave her 
an affectionate pat on the arm. 

"We are going to be married in April — ^the end of 
April," said Toby. "I think my father would have 
liked it, although it seems very soon after his death." 
He hurried this over quickly. "I hope people won't 
think it's too soon. We are going to live in town a 
good deal for the present." 

"Oh, bother the man!" thought Patricia; "I wish 
he'd stop talking about it. He's tearing her nerves 
into rags." 

"I thought I'd tell Peterbob when I saw him," said 
Toby. "I'm such a bad hand at a letter." 

"Talking of letters," said Christine, "listen to this, 
Toby. We shan't know Peterbob when he comes 
home." 

She took a letter from a small table near her and 
read. "It's supposed to be from Phyllis," she said, 
**but the hand is the hand of Peterbob. Listen: 

" 'My Dearest Aunt Christine : I am not quite 
so well, thank you, as the ices here are rather large 
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and I ate two. My father is beginning to learn his 
place — ^which is quite in the background — and spends 
his evenings learning stories to tell me the next day. 
It seems to be a great tax on his intellect, and I think 
his education must have been very neglected. I very 
much doubt the truth of his answers to some of my 
questions, as, for instance (there is a black lady here), 
"Why are some ladies black?" "Because when they 
were your age, they walked about in the sun with 
nothing on and got burned that color." I was about 
to try the experiment myself, having, indeed, got as 
far as halfway down the corridor, when I was cap- 
tured by my nurse and reduced to underclothing and 
tears. I found a perfectly good cat thrown away here 
the other day, down by the sea. I brought it into the 
hotel, but they were very upset about it and threw it 
away again. We are coming back to London as soon 
as I can persuade my father to leave the gambling 
tables. He tells me he frequents them in the even- 
ings, as they help him to remember fairy stories. My 
best love to Aunt Patricia and to yourself. — Yours 
lovingly, Phyllis, 



"'By the hand of her overworked secretary and 
companion, Peter Robert Welby.' 



.f 9> 



"By jingo!" said Toby, "he's having a time! I 
long to see him." 

"To talk to him about Miss Feringay," said Pa- 
tricia. 

"Rather," said Toby. "He'll be awfully surprised." 
And no one there could have guessed how very sur- 
prised Welby would be. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



MISS WELBY AT HOME. 



Christine stood for a moment in the hall of Wclb/s 
house in the Mellmry Road. Her heart contracted 
with a sudden new pain, her mind was in a state of 
revolt From a room above came the sounds of pat- 
tering feet and peals of childish laughter. Christine 
felt suddenly unutterably sad, neglected, left in the 
cold. In her heart rose a rebellion against Fate, who 
left her childless. Toby was taken from her by an- 
other woman; Welby was happy with his adopted 
child ; she alone, of all of them, was left to go through 
life without the love she craved. A quick smile 
crossed her face as she thought of Patricia, her de- 
voted slave. Ah, well ! Pat was a dear. She sighed 
and went upstairs. In the room that was now called 
the play room she found Welby and Phyllis seated on 
the floor. 

"Please don't get up," said Christine, crossing the 
room quickly and seating herself on a chair by Phyl- 
lis. "Tell me the news." 

The floor was littered with a collection of wooden 
animals, an ark, and a regiment of wooden soldiers. 

"As soon as the preliminary courtesies are over be- 
tween you two wcMnen," said Welby, "I will explain 
the situation." 

IS4 
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Phyllis, holding Christine's hand fast, eyed Pfeter- 
bob with her face twinkling with merriment. 

"We are in a certain amount of difficulty," said 
Peterbob, "over the animals. Now, perhaps you will 
tell us, Christine, which is the cat, because if this is the 
cat then there is only one fox, and if this is the fox 
then there are three foxes and only one cat." 

"Does it matter?" asked Christine. 

"Apply to headquarters," said Welby, pointing to 
Phyllis. 

"Perhaps the other cat is in the ark under the pa- 
per," said Phyllis. 

The ark was turned upside down, and lo and be- 
hold ! there fell from it an object faintly resembling a 
cat. 

"You see," said Welby, holding it up, "how easily 
we dispose of these matters ?" 

They played whole-heartedly for half an hour, then 
Phyllis was taken by her nurse to be dressed for lunch. 

When Welby and Christine were left alone he began 
to put the animals back into the ark as naturally as if 
it were every man's daily task. 

"Oh, Peterbob, you funny soul I" said Christine. 

"The complete parent, I think," said Welby. 

"Why did you never marry?" she asked. 

"She wouldn't have me," said he, lightly balancing 
Noah on his hand. 

"Who was she?" asked Christine. 

Welby hummed, "She was a miller's daughter." 

"No, no," said Christine, "that's a snub to my sym- 
pathy." 

He rose deliberately and stood before her, smiling. 
"My very dear friend," he said, "I am one of the 
devil's lucky fellows. I am rich, healthy, and I have 
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a daughter and wonderful friends — yet I am not 
happy." 

"Who is?" said Christine. 

"Ask Phyllis," said he, "and she'll tell you — every- 
body. Ask a pessimist, he'll tell you — nobody." 

"If I ask you?" 

"What right have we to be happy? We commence 
our lives by rejecting happiness in favor of excite- 
ment. We are taught nothing of the art of living in 
our youth, we spend our middle age regfretting 
our youth, and our old age regretting everything. 
Everything comes too late to him who waits. Life 
seems to me one long story of the blind leading the 
blind; and which of us but has fallen into the 
ditch ? The prigf s one comment on life is that he does 
his little best, which means he has failed to achieve 
his highest, and dare not do his worst. Halfway is 
all the way most of us go— not good enough for 
heaven, and too poor-spirited for hell. But there — 
bless my soul ! what's the good of losing one's temper 
with the universe?" 

"What is the matter, Peterbob?" said she. 

He took both her hands and looked into her eyes. 

"You and I, I expect, are rebels ; we want too much 
of life." 

"Can I help you?" she asked. "I want to help 
somebody." 

"Most of my friends," said Welby, dropping her 
hands and lifting his own to his head, "think I dress 
too well to be anything but wicked. I'm sure my 
tailor thinks I pay too much to be intelligent. Their 
verdict seems justified by this" — he pointed to the toys 
on the floor — "and Phyllis. I have tried to get what 
love I could in my own way." 
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"Toby's way," she said. 

"Toby," said he, "would get love out of a vegetable 
marrow." 

The butler announced lunch. 

"Thank heavens," said Welby, "we have arranged 
life so that we eat between our prayers." 

"You're a curious person," said Christine. "I don't 
understand you in the least." 

He laughed a little bitterly. "Whenever I am most 
intelligent my friends always say that If I under- 
stood myself I should either turn monk or commit 
suicide — I don't know which." 

From the dining room the voice of Phyllis pro- 
claimed in gleeful accents, "Daddy, treacle tart !" 

"There are compensations," said Welby lightly. 

"Yes," said Christine in a low voice. "But it was 
the 'daddy,' not the 'treacle tart.' " 



II. 

OUT OF THE DEPTHS. 

Phyllis, after commandeering all the conversation at 
lunch, had been taken out for a walk. Christine re- 
mained to smoke a cigarette. So far they had not 
touched on the subject of Toby's engagement, and 
Welby had asked that the topic might be held over 
until the coffee. 

"We shall be in tune for it after lunch," he said. 
"I have merely a bare note — ^*My dear chap, I'm en- 
gaged to the most wonderful being. All details on 
Saturday.' That is to-morrow," said Welby. "Have 
you seen the fair lady?" 

"She has been kept from us," said Christine, "as if 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



IS8 EVERYBOOrS SECRET 

she were an undeveloped negative and would fade in 
the light. I believe we are to meet her next week." 

"He's described her to you, of course?" 

"In his own way," said Christine, smiling at the 
recollection. "She is fair, fragile, yielding — ^a blush- 
rose." 

"Extraordinary I" said Welby. "I can't get used to 
the idea. Toby has always seemed to me the kind of 
man who was scarcely human, a part of nature, or a 
human being drugged with some fairy wine which 
has numbed his senses. Then, suddenly, behold the 
mere man faint at the sight of a school girl's hand- 
writing !" 

"She will be very happy." 

Welby's keen ear caught the tone in Christine's 
voice ; a note he had heard there before. 

He said quickly, without thinking, "You are in love 
with him." 

"I?" said Christine, laughing, but her voice shook. 

"My dear— tell me." 

"Don't be absurd," she said. 

It seemed to Welby that he saw Christine for the 
first time, a longing, loving woman. He spoke very 
tenderly. He was certain of her. What a fool Toby 
was I 

"Christine," he said, "I don't want to ask you if 
you don't want to tell me. But if I'm right siuely 
Toby ought to know." 

"He must never know," she cried. 

"My dear," said Welby, "are you sure? It's not the 
moment to pay you compliments, but if he knew you 
loved him — ^you and your beauty " 

"Don't, Peterbob, don't!" 

"Christine," he said, "I once lo$t everything from 
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letting the right moment go by. Don't you do the 
same. Let me tell Toby — ^he's mad not to have seen 
your love. Let me make one try." 

"No, no," she said quickly. "You don't under- 
stand. He wasn't awake before, and this woman has 
woken him from his dreams. You haven't seen him, 
and I have. He's not the same man; he's breathing 
another air with her. He'd loathe me, and if I can't 
have his love I must keep his friendship. Besides — 
well, you don't know — I'm not good enough for him. 
I don't suppose you know the other side of me> 
worldly, calculating, passionate. How do you sup- 
pose a woman like me lived before I met him? It 
was long ago now, but that's nothing; there are no 
times and seasons where love is. You have come to 

me out of the dark somewhere " She spread out 

her hands in a gesture of helplessness. "Peterbob, 
you are a man I have always liked, but never loved. 
I thought you had no heart, you were so cold, so- 
well, so tminterested in me, as a woman, I mean, and a 
woman feels these things. I'm glad now that you 
know." 

Welby began to walk up and down the room, his 
hands clasped tight behind his back. He found words 
a difficult medium ; his thoughts came jerkily. At last 
he spoke. 

"I don't know, and I don't mind what you have 
done, my dear," he said. "You are the best woman I 
know. Our little conspiracies to keep Toby innocent 
have done a lot to keep us innocent, too. We've got 
to keep ourselves going, and our best way, as far as 
I can see, is to keep on just as we have done. At 
this moment I don't think I love anybody more than 
I love youy now that I see your heart ; you must take 
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my affection for what it's worth. We are both going 
to keep our secrets from Toby; after all, it seems the 
best thing we can do. He's a fool; he might have 
had so much. A sort of Little Johnny-head-in-air, 
but I love him. And he's given me a friend." He 
stopped behind her and put a hand on her shoulder; 
she reached up and patted it lightly; she could not 
trust herself to speak. 

The room was very quiet: not a sound from the 
street outside, not a murmur from the moving, breath- 
ing world so near to them, yet so very far away. Per- 
haps in the next house a man was pleading his love, 
perhaps across the road a woman was giving birth to 
a child. In the block of flats to be seen in the dis- 
tance beyond the trees, many hearts beat to many 
tunes. Yet to Christine and Peterbob the world was 
far from them, shut off by unseen curtains. He stood 
behind her, silent for a moment, waiting for words to 
come. 

"Some years ago," he began, "when I was poor, 
without any prospects, I was stopping in a house in 
the country. It was seven years ago, I was thirty. 
There was a poor little governess living in the house, 
a beautiful girl of her kind, and I fancied myself in 
love with her. We were both weak, both, under the 
surface, romantic. I had always looked on things 
coldly and hardly — one does, if the struggle for exist- 
ence is difficult. I was fond of money and all money 
could buy, and I found a girl who had suffered, and 
was suffering, in the same way. We shared our se- 
cret, acknowledged our sentimentality, our craving for 
romance. Then, one night, in our hour of self-pity, 
we swore eternal love, like two lost souls beaten by 
the flails of the world and straining for a glimpse of 
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a yepy earthly Paradise. The inevitable — ^no, that 
souncU like an excuse — I underrated my strength, and 
in a mad moment drew her into the vortex of my 
passion. It was, in reality, a revolt against all abid- 
ing law. 

"When I knew she was going to have a child I 
turned coward. Christine, I turned worse, I became a 
knave, lied, hid her, managed with a craft and cun- 
ning I did not know was in me. I thought I was 
safe. Then one night I made up my mind to marry 
her, and the thought of the awful struggle for money 
with a wife and child to keep nearly drove me crazy. 
The very next morning — it was a month before the 
baby was bom — I received a letter telling me that I 
was my godfather's heir. Do you want to hear the 
rest of the story?" 

"Go on," said Christine. "I understand, my dear, 
my poor dear !" 

"The rest is much worse. The child was born when 
I was in the middle of all my new business — ^lawyers, 
agents, managers, people congratulating me. My head 
was turned. I rushed down to the place where I had 
hidden them, because they thought the child was dy- 
ing. I prayed it might die, for I thought I could see 
a way then. Lots of men do that sort of thing and 
don't seem to mind. It nearly killed me. When I 
went down again I arranged things with her in a 
cold-blooded way that keeps me, now, awake night 
after night. The child recovered, and I took her away 
from her mother and arranged for her keep — it was 
a girl — with some people in another part of England. 
I gave the mother an allowance and left her. The mo- 
ment I was free my senses came back, and I knew I 
loved her, and knew I worshiped my child. I flew 
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down to the address she had given me and found her 
gone. She had left England. I have never seen her 
to this day, but I love her with all my heart" 

"And Phyllis?" asked Christine. 

"Phyllis is my daughter." 

The silence fell upon them again, but this thne 
Christine broke it. 

"Peterbob," she said, "I understand so well. Life's 
very hard. I can't say much except that perhaps she 
didn't really care for you but for that short time. I'm 
sure things work out somehow for the best. I'm so 
glad you've told me: now we can both bear things." 

Welby leaned over her and kissed her hair. 

"I've never told a soul before," he said in a husky 
voice. 

And again that quietness rested over them and gave 
them both comfort, until, like the lightning of some 
angry god, came the final blow. 

"By the by," said Welby, trying to speak naturally 
as if he had not been through his storm, "what is the 
name of Toby's fair lady? He never told me. Is it 
a secret?" 

"Oh, no," said Christine, laughing nervously. "Her 
name is Iris Feringay." 

"Iris Feringay!" said Welby. 

She looked up quickly at the sound of his voice. 
His face was dead white. He was trembling violently. 
"Do you mind going — ^now?" he said, moving her 
hands as if to thrust her away. 

"Peterbob!" 

"Go» go! I must think this out alone. Forgive 
me." 
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CHAPTER XX. 

WELBY SPENDS A NIGHT WITH THE DEVIL. 

Two o'clock 1 

The clock on the stairs played a chime ; the cuckoo 
clock in the play room made its ridiculous cry. Far 
away a big clock struck the hour solemnly. 

Welby sat in a chair in the dark staring at the life- 
less fire. 

He remembered having once heard it said that 
drowning men see the whole of their lives pass before 
them, and he felt that he, too, was drowning. The 
waters of death surged over his soul, and they were 
bitter. He saw himself a young man, fond of luxury, 
stopping with his Aunt Edna in a truce, as it were, 
from the battle of life. All the scenes of that time 
passed in review before him. There was the low white 
house, and the old-fashioned garden, and the big 
elms that nearly hid the church opposite. There were 
the sweet-smelling country rooms, and the heavy ma- 
hogany furniture, and the staring, stupid portraits, 
and the dark pictures of cattle and landscape. There 
was his aunt, a comfortable, weak person in the black 
dress of her eternal widowhood; and there was 
Qiarles, the boy of ten, bloodless, fretful, Edna Mum- 
berry's darling. It was a picture of drone-like con- 
tent, of little futile worries, principally about the vil- 
lage, or the health of the adored Charles, or the qual- 

163 
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ity of the cook's pastry. The noise of the world's 
strife was far away, coming as a mere murmur to the 
sleepy place. Welby remembered how a week of it 
seemed like balm to his brain, and a fortnight like a 
slow poison. After a month there he became a vegeta- 
ble, and existed merely to eat meals and yawn. 

Three o'clock I 

Phyllis asleep in the nursery over his head. The 
whole house asleep. The world asleep. Welby alone, 
fighting with the devil. Life, like a wonderful puzzle, 
had fitted itself together until now, and now the puzzle 
had fallen to pieces. He groaned aloud. The world 
seemed to be in a conspiracy against hinu 

He remembered his first sight of Iris in his aunt's 
garden. She was wearing a lilac dress and a big 
straw hat. He had thought her a pretty girl — ^as 
pretty as a dozen others. On that occasion he had 
stopped a month with his aunt, and there had been 
Iris to talk to. He had talked to her in his indolent, 
rather patronizing way, until one day he found him- 
self confiding his hopes and dreams in her. He re- 
membered that she had believed in him, urged him on, 
and he had told her that ''he was a man without the 
courage of his own poetry." They had slipped by 
easy, unnoticeable degrees, from companionship to 
friendship, from friendship to that vague territory be- 
tween love and distrust. He remembered just the mo- 
ment when he found Iris avoiding him like a fright- 
ened deer. They had probed their feelings too deep; 
they called each other shyly by Christian names, and 
found themselves afraid to be left alone together. 
With that undefinable quiver of feeling, sex reached 
out to sex and drew back fearfully. 

Edna Mumberry noticed nothing; her life was too 
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full of trivialities to see the big issues. She said her 
prayers with the same regularity with which she 
wound up her watch and hung it on a plush watch 
stand. She slept, thinking that only good guardian 
angels hovered over the house. 

Then, as Welby looked round his room, all un- 
familiar in the darkness, he saw a vision of moonlight 
on a garden, and, beyond the garden, on a field of 
daffodils. He was standing there with Iris, talking, 
at first, aimlessly. Why were they there, at night, 
like sentimental lovers? Then, suddenly, hot words 
came from his lips, he felt her form against his, was 
intoxicated by the smell of her hair. He was kissing 
her on the mouth, smoothing her cheek with his own, 
telling her he loved her beyond the love of all things, 
of all men, beyond his hope of heaven. She was 
yielding, soft, ready. And even as he thought of it 
now, he put his hands to his face and sobbed without 
the comfort of tears. 

Four o'clock ! 

The persistent clock on the stairs played its chime; 
the cudkoo clock sounded; the boom of the church 
clock struck on his ears. 

The jar of reality forced Welby onto his feet with 
a shiver; he was bitterly cold. He poured out a 
strong dose of brandy and gulped it down. The fire 
of the spirit coursed through his body and made his 
thoughts race. 

All the aftermath of that night in the garden came 
to him. Memories chased memories, pictures flooded 
his brain — some confused, others vividly distinct, sharp 
in detail, every circumstance standing out clearly. His 
sudden stroke of fortune, his confusion of mind at the 
rapid transition from comparative poverty to wealth 
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— all came back, even the very look of the envelope 
containing the news. Then the birth of Phyllis. Then 
the child's illness, and the hurried baptism, and the 
dumb agony of Iris lest the child should die. How 
easy it had been to explain things to his aunt: one 
governess was ill, another came — that was all. The 
new governess had been a missionary. The memory 
of Iris was obliterated in six weeks. 

Welby remembered his state of mind when he dis- 
covered that Iris had vanished: he knew then how 
much he loved her. But he had glossed things over 
with his newly-acquired wealth. The child was in 
good hands. He counted Iris dead — ^his past dead. 
After that came his longing to have his own child 
near him, to make what amends he could. 

Now, when he had imagined everything secure, a 
worse tangle rose. Should he tell Toby? If he told 
Toby, then he would break Toby's belief in the essen- 
tial good of human nature. He was very tender of 
Toby's child-like innocence of life. He had no idea 
how tremendously he had clung on to Toby's optim- 
ism. Toby believed in him, in Iris, in Christine — ^be- 
lieved in them all blindly. What if he told him the 
whole story? Then he could marry Iris, and Toby 
could marry Christine. But he knew this would not 
happen. Why should he rob Iris of her love? It was 
real love, he was certain of that ; no one would deceive 
Toby in that way, he was clear about that. Toby 
might be deceived about life, but not about love: he 
was too much of a child by nature, and saw such 
things clearly. 

He suddenly remembered that he would have to 
meet Iris. Iris would see her own child. It was an 
impossible tangle with no seeming way out of it. 
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What would she say? What would she do? All these 
questions throbbed in his brain. 

The whole situation lay before him, and there did 
not appear one clear path out of the difficulty. And 
even as he thought that, he knew he was trying to 
find the easiest path, the one with the least hurt to 
himself. He cursed himself for his cowardice. 

The night seemed unending, hopeless, dreary with 
the weight of his trouble. 

Then he began to wonder about Christine, and 
thinking of her gave him courage and comfort. She 
had el^ed to stand aside, to see the love of her life 
taken from her by another woman. She had nothing, 
asked nothing. He had Phyllis. 

All at once it seemed to him that he must lay him- 
self at the feet of Iris and tell her everything — ask 
her to allow him to keep silent, ask her to keep silent 
herself. Fate had forced the threads of four lives into 
this pass : let Fate play her own game. Iris with her 
love; himself with his child; Christine with — ^with 
nothing. Christine with nothing. She gave every- 
thing, she received nothing. If he could prevail upon 
.Iris he would at least have his child. Christine had 
nothing. 

He tried to picture the future. Toby married, bliss- 
fully unconscious of the situation — happy, contented, 
beaming at the world through rose-colored spectacles. 
Himself, their friend, seeing them constantly. He 
might go abroad, but there was Phyllis, and he 
wanted to bring her up in England. 

He made up his mind to see Iris alone, without 
Toby's knowledge. Everything hung upon what she 
said. 

The clocks struck five. It would soon be day. 
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With feverish anxiety he began to build castles in 
the air, saying to himself that everything would come 
right. Iris would be sensible; they would drift into 
their new way somehow, and Toby and his wife were 
sure to spend most of their time in the country. Mar- 
ried people dropped into their new life and out of the 
old one quite soon. One or two difficult meetings at 
first, and then everything would go smoothly. 

He began to feel drowsy, dead-beat, worn out, body 
and soul, by his vigil. 

The gray dawn found him asleep in his chair, his 
eyelids dark with fatigue, his face white, his hair 
tousled, hands limp on his knees. 

The man who had found the facts of life too hard 
lay asleep, dreaming fairy tales for the future, when 
he and Phyllis walked together on the golden shore of 
an unknown sea. 

The sun touched the room with rosy fingers. It 
was a new day. 

As the sun rose higher and the light traveled round 
the room, the figure of the man asleep looked strangely 
childish. The room was cold, the dead ashes looked 
dirty in the grate, the used glass on the table gave 
the place a dissipated air. But the sun colored every- 
thing golden. It was a new day with new hopes. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

THE MEETING. 

The anticipation was worse than the result. Iris 
came forward at once, held out her hand and said 
nothing. The servant who had shown Welby into the 
room closed the door, leaving them hand in hand. 

Iris was pale, girlish-looking, well dressed — a little 
more self-possessed than he had expected, a little less 
old. 

The hotel sitting room had that bleak, impersonal 
look such places habitually wear. It exhibited the 
latest taste in art furniture with a sneaking pride. The 
atmosphere made Welby shudder; he had a peculiar 
instinct for rooms, and this class of room repelled 
him. 

"You haven't changed in the least," he said. 

She sat down on a sofa, turned her head from him, 
and began to clasp and unclasp her hands. "I — I 
never thought of this," she said. 

He remained standing by the window behind her, 
not knowing how to begin what he wanted to say. 

"I can't give him up," she said in a low, trembling 
voice. 

"Iris," said Welby, "I want you to do something 
for mc." 

169 
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She turned round and held out her hand to him. 
Her eyes were full of tears. She looked very young 
—childish. Her mouth trembled at the comers. 

Welby took her hand and patted it quietly. 

"Did you tell him anything?" he asked. 

"I couldn't— I couldn't, Peter. I did try. I have 
really tried — ^but I was so frightened. I want to tell 
him so much, but I can't. I'm afraid to lose him. Oh, 
must I tell him?" 

"You love him so much?" said Welby tenderly. 

She bowed her head. 

"I love him very much," he said, "and I'm afraid 
to lose him, too. Iris, he must never know." 

"Is that right?" she said, lifting up her head to 
look wonderingly at him. 

"It's the best thing." 

"Peter," she said, "I want to ask you — ^where is our 
baby?" 

"Phyllis lives with me — as my daughter," said 
Welby. 

"Phyllis lives with you — with you?" she said in 
amazed tones. 

He sat down by her and began to talk rapidly. 
"After what happened, and I had sent the baby into 
the country — ^you remember — I left you, and came to 
town considering what to do. The money turned my 
head, I suppose — I don't want to excuse myself, but I 
really think it did. When I had made up my mind 
to come to you, to ask you to forgive me and marry 
me, I found you gone." 

"I couldn't bear it," she said. 

"I was a brute — a cad. Iris, have you ever for- 
given me?" 

She pressed his hand. 
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"Tell me," he said gently, "did you ever love me — 
reafly?" 

"I can't tell you. I don't know. I was mad. I 
don't know what it was. Ohi those awful nights 
when I couldn't sleep for terror 1 I didn't know what 
I was going to do. I thought of a hundred impossible 
things— even of killing myself." 

"Poor child!" said Welby. 

"Then I had a little legacy, about five hundred a 
year, left to me. I didn't tell you, because — because, 
Peter, it was going to be a surprise." 

He got up and walked over to the window again. 
He scarcely knew what he was feeling: his heart 
seemed cold and numb. 

"Then," Iris went on, "I saw you didn't want me 
after the baby was bom. So one night I made up my 
mind, and the next day I went away. I knew a 
woman who lived in Brittany, and I knew she'd be 
kind to me. I lived with her until she died — ^two 
years ago." 

"I've caused you all this suffering through my 
abominable selfishness." 

"Don't say that," she said. "I'm not a very deep 
person, Peter; I'm a naturally happy one if I've got 
some one to love me. f eter, I wanted my baby so 
badly for two years, and then I began to forget Does 
that seem very awful? Did you ever forget?" 

"No," he said. "I tried to— I've tried hard, but I 
couldn't. That's why I brought Phyllis home. I 
found I wanted her." 

"Is she pretty?" said Iris. 

"You shall see her." 

She turned round quickly to him. "No, no— I 
couldn't do that. It would all come back to me. I 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



172 EVERYBOOrS SECRET 

can't see her. Peter, I mustn't see her. Why need 
I? Must I see her?" 

"If we keep our secret from Toby," he said, "we 
must keep it properly. I know it would ruin his life 
if we told him. If he believes in you and loves you, 
I want him to keep his faith. You love him — well, 
don't tell him. Vm sure we are doing the best thing. 
I want his friendship ; you want his love — let us keep 
our past to ourselves. We don't want to hurt him. 
I wonder if you know how much it would hurt him? 
When you come with him to see me you will see 
Phyllis: Toby's very fond of her, and he'll want you 
to see her. If it gives you pain you must bear it, for 
his sake. I've done little enough, God knows, for 
any one but myself, but I mean to start now. If you 
loved me, Iris, it might be different." 

She looked at him wonderingly, but his back was 
turned to her and she could not see his face. His 
voice, full of emotion, brought all kinds of poignant 
memories to her and stirred her heart. But she did 
not love him. She had a curious feeling for him, a 
feeling that he held some mastery over her, a mag- 
netism that had drawn her to him before. But her 
heart was full of Toby. With him her feeling was 
different ; she was drowned in the deliciousness of her 
love for him. When she saw him, everything else 
melted away. She was a weak, affectionate woman, 
a woman who gave her heart readily as she had once 
g^ven herself to Welby. But her love for Toby was 
different: all the warmth of her nature went out to 
him, she expanded like a flower when she thought of 
him. She was a greater woman for his love. 

The man by the window looked out at the stream of 
life passing below him in the street. It was curious 
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how alive his observation was at that moment : he was 
so active-minded that no detail escaped him. He no- 
ticed the expressions on people's faces as they drove 
past in cabs or T)uses ; his eyes followed a man perched 
high up mending some telegraph wires; he saw dis- 
tinctly the color and pattern of every house opposite. 
Yet, all the time, his inner self was saying — ^**I love 
her. What am I to do?" 

She broke the thread of his thoughts by saying, 
"Can we do this, Peter? What would happen if he 
ever found out?" 

"He will never know," said Welby. **I don't see 
how he can. He never thinks of these things. We 
must be careful, of course — very careful. I expect we 
are making far more difficulty than there really is; 
things like this right themselves, somehow. We are 
going to take up our lives from to-day as if the past 
were blotted completely out. Let us decide, Iris." 

She remained silent, looking at the fire, seeing there 
pictures of her life shifting and changing as the flames 
flickered. He stood by the window watching the man 
on the telegraph pole reach out and haul in a slack 
wire. Their thoughts moved in a circle: as yet they 
were in the spell of the past and could not break loose. 
It did not seem so easy to begin life again — ^new, 
clean, as if nothing had happened. 

Then, as Iris spread out her hands to the fire, she 
began to dream of the future and to see herself as 
Toby's wife, a happy, contented woman with children, 
with comfort, and ease, a life where every worry was 
instantly smoothed away. She loved ease, pretty 
things ; she loathed the sterner issues of life, and was 
of such a nature that she evaded most of her re- 
sponsibilities with the skill of long practice. She was 
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one of those essentially lovable creatures for whom the 
world makes easy-chairs, and leaves the more deserv* 
ing to stand 

Welby was trying to see into the future also. One 
or two difficulties at first, meetings with Toby and 
Iris ; then the child and Iris ; then life going on much 
the same. He found himself wondering how much 
Iris would feel about Phyllis. The man on the tele- 
graph pole began to climb carefully down to earth. 
Welby watched him as if his action was in some way 
connected with this moment in his life, as if his safe 
arrival on firm ground would settle matters for good 
and all. The man reached the roof, and, moving 
quickly away, was hidden from Welby's sight. 

He moved from the window and crossed the room 
to where Iris sat by the fire. 

"I'm going now," he said, holding out his hand. 

She looked up at him and said nervously, "Then 
it's all right, is it, Peter?" 

"Perfectly," said he. 

"Pm doing right to hide it all from Toby?" 

"Quite right." 

"You don't think I shall ever regret it?" 

"No," he said. "Be a good wife, make him haK>y, 
keep his love, and you need never worry. I shan't 
see much of either of you, after a time. Good-by 1" 

"It seems funny, doesn't it?" 

His mouth turned a grim smile. "The humor, my 
dear, is a little vague," 

She rose and took his hand. "Peter," she said, 
"you — ^you don't love me now, do you?" 

"You are one eternal question," he said, smiHng 
more kindly. 

"Am I?" she asked. 
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"I think," said he, "you are one of those happy peo- 
ple whom everybody helps." 

She laughed at him softly. "I'm afraid," she said, 
"that Tm not so — so worried as I ought to be." 

He looked at her for a moment — up and down. 
"You are a perfect child," he said. "You ought al- 
ways to wear blue. It suits you." 

"Do you think so?" she said, easily gratified. 

He pressed her hands, took up his hat and stick, 
and went to the door. At the door he turned and 
came back into the room. 

"Put your head down," he said. 

She bowed her head, wondering what he meant, 
and felt a kiss on her hair. 

"Bless you!" said he. "Don't worry." 

In a moment he was gone, and she, after a mo- 
ment's thought, went to a glass and looked at herself, 

"Blue does suit me," she said with a little sigh. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

CONVERSATIONS WITH A BRIDEGROOM-ELECT. 

"I suppose," said Welby, "jrou never felt less like 
getting married?" 

"My dear chap," Toby replied, brushing his hair 
violently, "I'm in a blithering funk. Do I look all 
right?" 

"The glass of fashion, and the mould of form," said 
Welby. 

"I loathe leaving this place," said Toby, placing the 
brushes on the dressing table and looking round the 
room. "It's one of the things I never thought about 
I say, have we got plenty of time ?" 

"We are," Welby answered, looking at his watch, 
"exactly an hour and a half too early." 

"Would it be the decent thing to walk?" 

"The bridegroom," said Welby, laughing, "ran the 
last mile in record time, and arrived in the church 
covered with dust." 

Toby joined in his laughter. "We needn't do that," 
he said, "but I want some air. Let's send the car 
away and walk. This is an awful business. Is this 
tie good enough?" 

He turned round to exhibit himself dressed in the 
height of fashion. His tailor might have been the 
bridegroom for the care he had taken. 

The morning was beautiful, spring-like, with a 
176 
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warm breeze and restless, cloud-flecked sky, as two 
gentlemen turned out of the Adelphi and made their 
way across to Trafalgar Square. Toby checked an al- 
most irresistible desire to whistle "The Wedding 
March," and broke into a loud peal of laughter in- 
stead. 

"All this fuss seems so extraordinarily childish," he 
said. "But, all the same, I feel light-headed with 
nervousness. Have you got the ring, old chap ?" 

"I have seen to every barbaric institution," said 
Welby, "with the accuracy of an historian. Every- 
thing is ready for the fatal moment. There is the fee 
for the parson, the tip for each unnecessary official, 
and the full arrangement for bloating the guests. All 
you have to do is to get married — I do the rest." 

"It's awfully good of you, old chap," said Toby. 
"Thank Heaven, one only does this sort of thing once 
in a lifetime. I'm jolly glad you are with me. There's 
nothing I can bungle, is there?" 

"Short of insisting on marrying one of the guests, 
treading on Miss Feringay's dress, whistling in 
church, refusing to sign the register, or bolting before 
the ceremony, I think you are fairly safe." 

They were walking, now, down Piccadilly, the sun- 
light glistening on the shop windows, the traffic hum- 
ming its busy tune, the pavements alive with people. 

"Of course," said Toby, "we shall see lots of you 
and Phyllis — awful shame the kid's got a cold — after 
we are married. Iris is tremendously fond of you, old 
chap, and she'll love Phyllis. It mustn't make the 
least difference. I don't want the colony to break 
up." 

"That's all right," said Welby in a careless voice. 
He had closed his heart as far as possible to any emo- 
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tions. It was part of his punishment that he must go 
through this ceremony with Toby and Iris, and he 
bowed to the will of the gods. 

"I wonder what Christine is thinking?" said Toby 
suddenly. 

"I'll tell you. She is thinking that, next to the 
bride, she will be the most prominent person in the 
crowd. She is dressing herself, my dear Toby, for a 
double conquest, to hope to win an eye from you and 
a low buzz of admiration from the rest. And she is 
jealous, with the beautiful jealousy of women, that 
you have chosen another woman to mother you." 

"To mother me!" cried Toby, laughing. "You do 
have queer ideas, Peterbob !" 

"It's woman's way," said he, "to mother everything 
she feels affection for. That's why the spinster keeps 
a parrot, or a beastly little dog — ^to feed her starved 
motherhood." 

Hyde Park received them with her gracious smile 
of budding trees, and birds rejoicing in the sim. They 
walked along the Row, and smiled to see fat babies 
feeding the flock of shining, pompous pigeons. 

Toby, as he walked, was well companioned by the 
glory of his love : the thought of Iris cloaked him in 
a golden silence. The dream of days with her upon 
the cliffs of Devonshire, of breakfast with her in the 
room looking out to sea, of sailing with her in his 
yacht, was with him. 

Welby grew silent, too, but from another mood. 
He was arranging how to spend his life with his child. 
The image of Iris seemed to fly before him, lost to him 
for ever. Only the thought of Phyllis buoyed his 
mind, gave him a hold on earth. The rest was better 
as it was — at least, so he hoped and prayed. 
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They crossed, each deep in his own thoughts, into 
Kensington Gardens, and so came to the seat under 
the cedar where Welby often sat. 

"I say," said Toby, breaking the silence, "if we've 
got a minute let's sit down and have a cigarette. I 
have an absurd feeling of wanting to run away." 

"My dear chap," said Welby, opening his cigarette 
case, "do think of your tailor's feelings. After all the 
trouble he has taken to make you look smart, he'd be 
bitterly disappointed if you bolted." 

"I've been thinking a good deal of late," said Toby, 
looking vacantly in front of him. "I seem to have 
come to the conclusion that all the men who say the 
world is a miserable hole are no good." 

"I should be very surprised," Welby answered, "to 
find any man thinking differently on his wedding 
day." 

"It isn't that," said Toby : "the world's so full of 
affectionate people. I never realized quite how much 
I depended on affection before." 

"Thaf s why you get it," said Welby. 
. "There's Christine," said Toby. "You know, Peter- 
bob, without any affectation, she's very fond of me. 
Isn't it odd?" 

"Is this a lesson in humility?" ^ 

"No, bar rot, old man," said Toby. "I'm not an 
amusing fellow like you, or very understanding, or 
clever, and I can't talk — ^yet here's a girl who's going 
to give herself to me for life. It's amazing. A pure, 
innocent girl like a rosebud, a girl who might have 
married anybody — a clever chap like you, for instance 
— and she's going to be my wife. By the by, what's 
the time?" 
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"I'll see that you are all right/' said Welby. 
"Well?" 

"Well," said Toby after a pause, "how does it 
strike you? I mean, do you think I shall go through 
life without any real trouble— except the things that 
must happen some time or other, like my father's 
death? I've thought a lot about him in the last day 
or two. He would have loved Iris." 

"When did you see Christine last?" asked Welby. 

"Yesterday," said ToBy. "She was splendid, full 
of spirits, very keen to meet Iris. They've not met 
yet, you know, except for a moment with a whole 
heap of other people there. Oh ! I'm a devilish lucky 
man — friends, money, health! Good Lord! let's get 
on, Peterbob; my courage is oozing away every sec- 
ond." 

They left the seat and threaded their way through 
the nurses and perambulators and the beaming babies, 
and they talked vaguely of old memories, and other 
days, until they emerged into Kensington High Street, 
close to the church where Toby was to be married. 
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PART IV. 

CHAPTER XXIII. 
I. 

AN ANGEL ASKS A POUCEMAN THE TIME. 

There is a space in life, a slice out of time, like an 
interval of a thousand years, when a life's longing is 
compressed into a laugh of sheer happiness, or a 
glance of exquisite love. This rose-bowered dream, 
this melting of the earth and sea and sky, is called by 
some The Honeymoon, by others The Dream of a 
Thousand Delights. 

Two people, with a capacity for love like Iris and 
Toby, may have their little foretaste of eternity in the 
first months of marriage. They understand why 
angels may sing always, for their hearts beat one long 
song. They understand that heaven and earth may 
pass away, yet that they shall not pass away, because, 
in the love from eye to eye, from mouth to mouth, 
they know, for the time, the sense of infinity. 

Fragrant June lent her aid with sweet, trailing 
hedges of dog-roses, faintly blushing, with larks sing- 
ing like pulses of the sky, with gorse and wild thyme 
making the air fragrant, and with a softened sighing 
sea laving the cliffs. 

i8i 
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Toby had never known that woman was so sweet; 
had never known the world possessed such store of 
daintiness. His senses reeled at half a dozen revela- 
tions: her hair let down, her face asleep, eyes closed 
like a baby's, pink hand crumpled up under a soft 
cheek, the faint rise and fall of her breath. Her little 
shoes ! He took them in his hands and kissed them — 
did all the foolish things that make life good, and 
lovers kings of men. The warm feel of her body as 
they sat cheek to cheek on the cliffs and watched lazy 
gulls dipping in the sea; her little confessions of 
fatigue after a long climb and ramble on the rocks; 
her childish joy over the face of a newly opened 
flower; her shyness, tenderness, easy drift over the 
stony paths of difficult ideas — all melted the heart of 
him and made him a finer man. 

"You are like a piece of sea foam," he said to her 
one day — 2l golden afternoon, when she had made him 
play sand-castles in a little cove. 

"Poet I" she said, holding up a finger to be kissed. 

He learned new words, from nowhere, so it seemed ; 
found sentences already framed upon his lips to bless 
her with, to praise her with, to capture a quick smile, 
a glance of rosy shyness. 

When did he begin to love her? Was she prettier 
than all the women in the world? Could he feel her 
heart beat under his hand? All the old, wonderful 
questions women never forget they have asked, and 
men forget, so soon, that they have answered. 

She had confessed to him, one day when they were 
sailing, how she had first come to see him. 

"My little farm," she said, "was near one of your — 
our — houses, Saint Crispin's, and I heard of you from 
the man who lived there." 
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"Brendon?" said Toby. 

"Yes — a dear. He told me you were going to be 
at the other place, St. Christopher's, in two days. I 
thought to myself, I'll cycle over and look at the other 
place, and perhaps I shall see this wonderful man — 
just a woman's curiosity. I was very dull sometimes, 
Toby darling, — so I got on to my bicycle, and oflf I 
went." 

"Bang into my arms," he said, laughing. 

"For ever and ever." She laughed happily, and 
nestled closer to him. "It is for ever, isn't it?" 

"Rather," said he. 

Then one day — it was in the orchard, with flecks of 
blue sky showing through the trees and a delicious 
scent of new-mown hay coming from a field — they 
talked of big things — life and death, and of children. 

"I'm so frightened of dying," she said. "I'm an 
awful coward, Toby. I'm not strong, you know. I 
was very ill once, years ago, and I've never really got 
strong again." 

"We won't talk about it," said he. 

"But I want to," she insisted. "Toby, if I was go- 
ing to have a baby" — she hid her face on his shoulder, 
— "would you be very afraid for me ?" 

It was a subject outside his ken; he had no answer 
but to kiss her. 

"I might die," she whispered. 

But, somehow, in the warm sun, under the wonder- 
ful pattern of branches and leaves, in the still hush of 
the afternoon, it did not seem that God had ever 
thought of death, but only of eternal love. It seemed 
as if some mighty being had taken a scoop of earth in 
his hand, a little nest of apple trees, and long grass, 
and ox-eyed daisies, with a htun of insects and a scent 
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of hay, and with it two children who were lovers. It 
seemed that the mighty being had lifted this right up 
away from the earth, and had given the children — 
who were lovers — the sun and moon and stars for 
playthings, and the sea for a nurse to sing them to 
sleep. 

A thrush in a tree near by them began to sing, and 
Iris lifted her head to listen, and Toby put his arm 
about her, and they forgot death. 

Toby learned the story of her life — with the one 
thing left out of it she could not tell him. It gave 
her more pain than she had thought it would to leave 
that chapter untold. But for that it was a very simple 
story. Father, an only son, a struggling country doc- 
tor. Mother, daughter of a great house whose pride 
rebelled at the poor match, who never spoke to her 
mother again. 

"Father died, and all the things were sold but just 
our bare necessities. These were mother's." She 
showed him the old-fashioned jewelry she kept in a 
little box: a brooch or two, a few good rings, some 
heavy bracelets. "Mother and I lived together in a 
dreadful place, on her money, a tiny cottage in Kent. 
I can see the horrid hop fields now. We had a hun- 
dred a year, the little money I still have. She died 
quite soon, in a year and four months after father. 
She was frail and small, like me, only much more 
sweet, and pretty like an old-fashioned flower. Then 
I went out from one stupid place to another, until I 
had some more money left to me by one of mother's 
brothers, who was sorry for me. I went abroad, lived 
there for a short time with a woman I knew and 
liked, and then she died. I've seen so much of death. 
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Toby. Hold me closer. You won't die before me, 
will you, darling?" 

"ITiere, there," he said, smoothing her cheek. 

"After that— my little farm, tired of things, Toby 
dear — just my bees and cows and flowers to keep me 
alive, that's all. Then — you." 

No mention of Welby, no mention of that sudden, 
passionate storm when the frail bark had driven 
ashore on the rocks. No mention of the one great, 
real moment of her life when she knew life and 
Birth and Death, and lay facing the future with her 
child by her side. No word of her slow recovery 
from her mad moment, her flight from the real things, 
her shuddering horror as life stood revealed to her^ 
bare, naked, tremendous. She, of soft nature, shun- 
ning the deeps and basking in the warm, safe 
shallows, rebelled against the fate that set her soul 
face to face with the grim facts of *Thou shalt not." 
So she had lulled herself again into comfortable se- 
curity, and she forgot, as well as she could, that awful 
moment of self-revelation when frocks and frills and 
arts of coquetry, perfumes, and all her feminine 
armor fell away from her, and left her cold, naked, a 
slim slip of womanhood with the fruit of her desire 
cuddled up against her breast. All that was over, she 
told herself; yet, in her innermost heart she longed to 
cry out and tell him all, and ask hiA to understand 
and to let her have her baby back again. But her 
heart whispered that Toby would not understand. 
And all the while she knew that Welby would have 
understood and forgiven. 

Toby woke every morning with a feeling that the 
fairy tale would have evaporated in the night. Yet, 
with the branches of the rose tree tapping at the win- 
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dow, the light coining in through the muslin curtains, 
and the faint, rare breath of morning in the room, he 
knew it was all real, all this fragile castle was still 
there. 

A sense of the luxury of life possessed him : it was 
a spiritual experience that only a fair mind could 
appreciate to its uttermost. It was not so much pure 
physical joy, the joy that fades and dies so soon, but, 
apart from that, a sensation as of a heart on wings, a 
clearer grasp of Heaven, a sense of nearness to a 
great secret, which moved him strangely. 

The sight of Iris asleep, of the happy disorder of 
her hair, of the intimacy of her clothes laid tidily by, 
all strange and beautiful. The appearance, so new to 
him, of the elegant frippery of her dressing table — 
gold and tortoise shell brushes and boxes, the thin 
suggestion of the clover scent she used, a tiny ball of 
crushed cambric and lace — her handkerchief — all so 
undoubtedly Woman, the atmosphere of Woman, the 
charming open secrets of Woman — his Woman, his, 
Toby's! He could scarcely credit his fortune. 

And she would hear him singing and whistling as 
he dressed, and smell the whiff of his first cigarette — 
"Half a cigarette, my pretty, after shaving. A rotten 
habit, but I can't stop it," — and she would smile at 
herself in the glass, and then look up to see if her 
maid had noticed. 

They went to tea one day with Charles Grifiin, and 
she prowled about the room picking up one or other 
of his odds and ends and insisting on hearing its his- 
tory. Toby looked on with an entranced air of pos- 
session. This dainty creature was his own, his very 
own to love and cherish. She looked, in the com- 
fortable, twinkling room of Griflta's, like a rose who 
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had escaped from a vase and insisted upon joining in 
the conversation. 

"You think so much with your pipe," she said to 
Charles Griffin, who was regarding her through his 
perpetual halo of smoke. 

He smiled benignly at her, and did, indeed, think a 
great deal as he smoked. It was a link between them 
that they were both bee-keepers; they could discuss 
machines for securing run honey without damag^g 
the comb; they were learned in wax and bee food, in 
swarming and brood. To be with Iris gave the two 
men the same kind of warm comfort they might feel 
from holding a cosy kitten against their flesh. She 
had an abundant sympathy for the minor worries of 
life; in real troubles she threw herself on some 
stronger person for help. It would have seemed al* 
most inconceivable to Welby, had he seen her now, 
that she could live a life of infectious gaiety, free 
from care or bitter memory. It was almost a marvel 
to herself, when she thought of her child, that the 
fabric of things did not fall to pieces and disclose her 
secret to the eyes of the world. 

Charles Griffin, who suffered sugar in his tea be- 
cause she put it there with her fingers, felt for a letter 
in his pocket, a letter he had received that morning, 
and marveled at the ways of a man with a maid. It 
was a confidential letter from Christine, asking "dear 
Mr. Griffin" to let her know privately — "it*s not sneak- 
ish, only affectionate curiosity" — ^how Iris and Toby 
were getting on. "They are floating," he thought, "in 
a gentle zephyr of happiness, and they will have to 
come to earth some time. Such joys are not lasting." 
Iris was so different from Christine, though; with 
then- elusive personalities it was difficult to draw a line 
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hard and fast, and to say, "Here is where they part; 
here where their natures touch." Both very intensely 
feminine, both open-hearted, generous, full of humor, 
Christine had a curious strength, a sudden capacity 
for reserve, depths, a habit of withdrawing herself 
and her sex into a vague remoteness. Iris was the 
butterfly; she was weaker, more transparent, 

more It was hopeless. Charles Grifiin gave up 

his analysis. They were both charming women, but 
he preferred Christine. He had hoped Toby would 
marry Christine; she seemed more his natural mate 
than this laughing, adorable child-woman. 

On their way home Toby spoke of his work to 
Iris: he would have to begin his rounds again; he 
must go to London. His was a serious trust, the 
Quarrenden Charity; he would have to consult his 
co-trustee, Christine. 

"I want you to sec a lot of Christine, darling; she's 
an awfully fine woman, a good friend." 

"You needn't go yet," she said, pouting. 

"Well — not quite yet," he said. "But I must see 
Christine soon. There's lots to talk over." 

"Say I'm nicer than Christine," she said. 

"Oh, of course — rather 1 I shoidd think so, in a 
different way." 

"I call that horrid." She took her arm from his 
and knitted her brows. 

"Horrid! Why?" 

"I believe you like her just as much as me." 

"Oh, I say. Iris, you know I don't ; only, of course, 
I'm awfully fond of her : she's done a lot for me. You 
wouldn't like me to be disloyal." 

"Well, you needn't see much of her now, need 
you?" she said, still frowning. 
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"Why not? I'd hate to drop a friend because I'm 
married. Iris — ^you're tired." 

"Fm not tired," she said in a quick, sharp voice, 
"but I won't be divided with anybody. She's half in 
love with you as it is; anybody could see that. I'm 
very unhappy." 

She walked on a little ahead of him, and he looked 
to the sky, and the trees, and the grass for help. 

"Don't let's spoil our jolly day," he pleaded. 

"I've got a headache," said Iris. 

"I'm so sorry, dearest," said Toby. "I've made 
you walk too far." 

"She's an adventuress," said Iris. "Lots of people 
have said so." 

"Iris," he said sternly, "I've known Christine for a 
good many years; she's one of the best women I've 
ever met. You mustn't say things like that, they hurt 
me." 

"I'm only repeating what people say," she said 
sulkily. 

"My darling, don't be unkind," said Toby, taking 
her hand. "People are awful cads, especially when 
they talk about actresses, or any beautiful woman." 

"I believe you think she's better looking than I am." 

"She's quite diflferent. Don't be silly. Iris." 

"I hate dark women," she said. "No, don't, please, 
come this way." They were by the lower garden gate, 
"I'm going round by the back to look at my bees." 

Toby went up to the house alone, puzzled, a little 
annoyed, at a loss to know what to do. He went up 
to his dressing room in a despondent frame of mind, 
angry with himself, wondering how he could be so 
bad-tempered, and became absurdly full of remorse. 

He opened the door of the dressing room quietly. 
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wondering if Iris was next door in the bedroom, but 
he couldn't hear a sound. 

There, on his dressing table, pinned on the pin- 
cushion, was a note. He took it up and opened it. 

"Darling, darling, the best man God ever made, do 
forgive me, do, do ! I am a vile beast, and I love your 
Christine, and nobody ever said she was an adven- 
turess. I love you with all my heart, and body, and 
soul. If you don't hate me too much come and kiss 
your Iris." 

He flung open the door of the bedroom, his heart 
beating wildly. She was there, on the bed, her face 
buried in the pillow, weeping bitterly. What a soft, 
crumpled, slim child she looked I She lifted a pa- 
thetic, tear-stained face to his, and for one second 
thought she would pour out all her secret to him. 
The next minute she lay crushed in his arms. 

They were late for dinner, feeling delightfully shy 
before the servants, tender, almost to the point of 
tears, to each other. 

Just after the servants had left the room, having 
laid the dessert, Toby jumped from his seat, crossed 
over to her, and kissed her upturned face passionately. 

"My God, how I love you f he said. 

When the coffee arrived they were laughing like 
two children. 



Charles Griffin, reading a book by Georges Sand 
that very evening, came across a passage that caused 
him to lay down the book on his knee and think. 
Qouds of smc^e filled his room. The passage was 
this : ''The mind seeks, but the heart finds." 
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IV. 

Toby, in search of adventure like any ordinary man 
before his marriage, climbed mountains, shot, sailed, 
did as other men who flavor the humdrum with a 
little pleasurable excitement He set forth on his 
heart adventures just as merrily, head in air, whistling. 
The adventures were many and varied: the fact that 
Iris didn't like marmalade gave him a fresh view of 
marmalade ; the fact that she preferred blue above all 
other colors started him thinking of colors. Heaven 
knows what Welby would have thought to hear Toby 
discuss shades of blue 1 If he thought humorously of 
it then the picture of Iris in the hotel sitting room 
would obtrude itself, one is certain. 

Toby, rejoicing in his fresh discoveries that made 
the world seem wonderfully young, began to antici- 
pate her choice of things, to forestall her slightest 
wish. He scarcely recognized himself when he went 
out before breakfast one morning and picked an arm- 
ful of wild flowers; some pleasant god was abroad 
who whispered, "Wild flowers dew-wet and fragrant 
of the field." In return he received the thousand 
little blessings a woman gives the man she loves. She 
mothered him with secret pats on his hair, and little 
attentions to his comfort, and subtle caresses, smooth- 
ing his coat, putting a flower in his buttonhole, sud- 
denly placing herself in his arms. He felt himself 
surrounded by benedictions, by hedges of sweet care. 

There was the real life, of course, the ordinary 
stucco of existence we front our feeling with: letters 
to answer — ^"None from Christine or Welby? 
Strange! Busy, I expect," said Toby, — ^the manage- 
ment of the estate, interviews with farmers, keepers. 
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tenants. Her daily round: care of small things, call- 
ing, receiving visitors, all the real unreal events of 
life. And, underneath all this, the steady growth of 
two minds making discoveries, changing and ex- 
changing views and feelings, -moulding old ideas, the 
gradual breaking down of reserves, quick, searching 
analysis of character. 

He began to feel that he needed his work, his inter- 
course with men, his care of the Quarrenden Houses. 
A lifelong habit is not broken in a day: he began to 
want London, a talk with Welby, the conversation of 
his fellow-men. 

The angel, symbol of infinity, of time and space 
obliterated, walked to meet the policeman, guardian of 
justice, of men, of the fleeting moments of time. 

Iris and Toby were sitting in a boat one hot after- 
noon, not far from shore — half a mile or so. He had 
been fishing for bass and mullet, and six fish lay 
glistening in the bottom of the boat. A haze of heat 
quivered on the still sea and struck off in tremendous 
waves from the rocks and sand. Quite suddenly, as 
they were talking, the haze became a mist and, shut- 
ting down upon them, isolated them from land or sea 
horizon. They were completely shrouded from all 
sight of humanity, farmer or fisher. The boat lay 
lopping on the waves; odd sounds came to them out 
of the veil of mist— cartwheels crunching a way along 
the road, the ring of hammer on anvil, muffled voices 
from the shore. The sea had a curious jadc-colored 
glitter; the lines of the boat showed dark against the 
water. 

Neither of them spoke; the silence between them 
was one of perfect understanding. They were alone, 
$0 completely alone that the world might almost have 
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passed away from them, leaving them, in their love, 
on a magic sea. 

It was the culminating moment of their honeymoon, 
that tranquil moment on the sea; and then Iris felt 
that if she told him everything he might understand. 
She was on the point of words when Toby drew his 
pipe from his pocket, filled it, and lit a match. With 
the first puff of smoke the mist dissolved, and, as if 
Toby was a magician, rolled away and showed the 
harbor and the bright shining windows of the houses, 
and the long sweep of the shore. Toby took up the 
oars and began to pull lazily to their landing-place, 
and Iris leaned over the bow of the boat, trailed her 
hand in the water, and dismissed her thought. 

One of the men servants met them at their jetty: 
he held two telegrams in his hand. They were both 
for Iris. 

The first one she opened said, "Phyllis ill. If worse 
will wire later." 

The second was, "In great danger. Come at once. 

— Welby." 

She passed them to Toby without a word. 

"We'll go at once," he said. Then to the man, "Go 
on ahead of us quickly. Tell Mrs. Quarrenden's 
maid to pack some things at once, and tell Nutt to 
get a bag ready for me. I shall want the Mercedes." 

Then he turned to Iris. She was pale, fingering the 
telegrams. "Fm glad Peterbob asked for you. He 
knew I should like it. Poor little kid ! She's strong, 
though. I wonder what's the matter with her?" 

He put his arm round her, but she drew back, look- 
ing strangely at him. 

"I should never forgive myself," she said, "if I 
were too late." 
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CHAPTER XXIV- 

THE MOTHER. 

The prettiness of the night nursery was pathetic. 
The sunlight, dimmed by a green blind, gave the room 
a sense of being out of doors ; the green reflections on 
the tall fender and in the looking glass made Iris think 
of trees with light shining through the leaves. 

In a comer, well out of the light, lay Phyllis, toss- 
ing uneasily on her bed. Her face was white and 
wasted, her hands moved feebly on the counterpane. 
The prettiness of her surroundings looked so useless, 
so weak ; the dainty gray-green of the wall paper, the 
plain, simple bed,^ the b^utiful ctutains, were no help- 
ful frame to the suflFering child. 

Somehow, it seemed to Iris, the simplicity and rare 
taste of the room was a jarring note. Phyllis looked 
too much like a sick child in a picture by Vermeer. 
The table by the bed, littered with medicine bottles, 
looked like an arrangement for a still-life group. 
Although the quietness of the room was healing, it 
struck a note Iris did not understand. 

For a fortnight Toby and his wife had lived in 
Welby's house in the Melbury Road, and all the time 
Phyllis lay hovering between life and death. Wdby 
looked haggard and thin ; he spoke very little, and then 
in a low voice. The house was silent in a hush of 
sympathy. 

Every morning Toby went down to his office^ and 
194 
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Iris look up her place in the nursery. It was strange 
when Iris and Welby met at lunch time and faced 
each other at the table. Their thoughts were all with 
the child upstairs; they spdce of little else. There 
was a curious ease in the situation, an ease made by 
the majesty of death in the house : death waiting, and 
these two fighting for the child's life. 

Phyllis' illness had come on very suddenly ; an over- 
strain of mind, the doctor said. An abscess had 
formed deep down in her right ear, and Sir Solomon 
Giles, who had charge of the case, said an operation 
was impossible. Good nursing, regular poulticing, a 
certain diet, Sir Solomon prescribed. There had been 
an awkward moment when he had mistaken Iris for 
Welby's wife, for the child's mother, but it was over 
in a minute. 

A hundred times a day Wdby asked himself why 
he had allowed Toby and Iris to come. He felt her 
presence in his house so keenly that he avoided her 
whenever it was possible. When they met alone they 
spoke of nothing but Phyllis and of general topics, yet 
the strain told, and it was as much as Iris could do 
sometimes to keep herself from breaking out into 
words, talk, explanations. Their relations were so 
delicate that the least blunder, by look or word, would 
have brought about a terrible scene. As it was the 
sick child kept them silent. 

Toby noticed the change in his wife at the end of 
the first week. He saw that she had become older, 
quieter; that she had gained a dignity and reserve 
almost foreign to her nature. He put it down to her 
anxiety about Phyllis, to the strain of her constant 
nursing. It was, in reality, the awakened maternity 
in her : she was clothed with the grace of motherhood, 
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she was living at the height of the spiritual side of 
her nature. 

Phyllis, moaning in pain on her bed, would feel 
cool hands caressing her throbbing temples; hands 
whose tender touch she grew to love ; a low voice she 
knew that seemed to soothe the pain. She could not 
see: the pain and the peculiarity of her illness had 
made her temporarily blind. Sometimes, when Phyllis 
was asleep. Iris sat in the room, her hands folded on 
her lap, and tried to realize the situation. She began 
to understand why she disliked the nursery, or, it 
rather appeared, why the room disliked her. It was 
made for her child, and she had not made it ; its taste, 
its color, the calculated scheme of simplicity, all dif- 
fered from her notions of her child's room. It was a 
room with a great calm, rich in its quietness, like one 
of those empty, well-spaced rooms in a Dutch picture. 
Iris did not belong to it, she felt that, and at the same 
time she envied the taste that had chosen it. She tried 
to convince herself that such a room was better for 
Phyllis than a room of her own choosing, but she 
failed, because it removed Phyllis so far from her. 
It was this last thought that struck so deep. She sat 
staring at the blank wall in front of her in a sudden 
fright. "She's my child," she said to herself. And 
then the flood of memory closed over her. "She's 
mine, she's mine," her heart kept saying. "They can't 
take her away from me." A sort of panic seized her : 
she wanted to take the child in her arms and steal away 
with her. In that first hungry, passionate moment of 
the awakening of mother-love Iris became almost 
noble. Her sense of maternity stood up and away from 
her frivolity, her easy carelessness. She became one 
with all the mothers in the world. 
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Toby found a white, tired wife when he came home 
that evening, a wife who clung to him and asked him 
to love her very much and be kind to her — ^not to ask 
her any questions, but just to say he loved her better 
than everybody else in the world. He took her in 
his arms, held her head back to look into her eyes, 
and saw she had been crying. 

"Phyllis isn't worse, is she?" he asked. 

"No, dearest," said she. "Phyllis is better. I don't 
want to talk about her yet. You do love me?" 

Welby came into the room as Toby was kissing 
her, and felt suddenly as if he must pull them apart 
and tell Toby the whole truth. With the child lying 
upstairs, he felt as if Toby was kissing his — ^Welby's 
— ^wife. 

Christine came often to see them. She found Iris 
alone one day in the pleasant drawing-room, a pathetic 
little figure, looking ill and worn from nursing. She 
looked extraordinarily young and delicate in her soft 
blue frock. The roses in the big bowl behind her 
lodced more full of life. 

"It's so dreadful watching, and being able to do 
nothing," said Iris. 

"I wish I could take your place," said Christine 
kindly. 

She was surprised by the vehemence of Iris' "No, 
no. 

The contrast between the two women was very 
great. Christine looked like a queen, a queen of some 
Southern country, with her pale oval face and wonder- 
ful black hair. She was dressed entirely in white, ex- 
cept for a curious dull-red sash, the ends of which 
hung to the ground. Her striking appearance, her 
rich voice with its slight peculiar huskiness, her grace- 
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ful movements, made her seem a little out of place 
in the severe reticence of the room ; while Iris, soft and 
yielding, fair, very English, looked part of tfie room, 
a Watteau figure in the right surroundings. Both 
women felt drawn to one another, but Iris dared not 
open her heart to any one just then, it was too full, 
too dangerous. She longed to talk to a woman, she 
had an aching to be rid of her secret, to get the com- 
fort of sympathy and advice, but she was afraid. 

Christine, thinking it quite natural for Welby to 
have the Quarrendens staying with him, especially 
at this juncture, tried hard to melt the barriers be- 
tween herself and Iris. She wondered why Toby 
had chosen this particular type of woman for his mate, 
and whether he was really happy. She told herself 
that he was, and yet she wondered what would happen 
when the first blush of happiness was gone. 

Patricia Dumblederry, who came to Welby's house 
several times, was far more demonstrative. She sat 
by Iris on the sofa, and her motherly heart warmed 
to her. She was a good tonic for Iris, who g^ew to 
like her very much and look for her coming. Patricia's 
slightly caustic tongue, and her obvious warm-hearted- 
ness, made Iris feel refreshed and comforted by her 
visits. She laid most of her little worries before 
Patricia, and was, often, mentally slapped out of 
morbid moods. 

After three weeks there came two days of crisis. 
Sir Solomon said that everything now depended on 
the way in which the abscess brdce. Everything pos- 
sible had been done to insure the desired results, but 
heaven must do the rest. The critical moment was 
very close, he could not say to an hour how close, but 
certainly it would be within a couple of days. He 
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told them exactly what to do, and pervaded the house 
with the feeling of hope and security, and when he 
had gone he seemed to have left some of his coolness 
and strength behind him. The two trained nurses who 
had been with Phyllis all the time, did eveiything in 
their power to comfort and sustain Welby and Iris. 

Toby went into the nursery one morning and stood 
there, looking huge in the room, his eyes full of tears. 
The sight of Phyllis, thin, white, and wasted, moaning 
slightly on the bed, haunted him all day. He could 
do no work at his office, and consequently came home 
in the early afternoon. 

Welby met him in the hall. 'Thank God, old chap, 
the worst's over. Giles is here and says it could not 
have gone better. She's out of pain and is sleeping 
quite naturally." 

Toby led him into the dining-room and gave him a 
stiff glass of brandy. 

"Drink that," he said quietly. 

Welby gulped it down and began to laugh nervously. 
He fumbled at his mouth with shaking hands, fidgeted 
about the room for a minute or so, and then came 
up to Toby and put his hand on his shoulder. 

"Iris was wonderful," he managed to say. "She 
was there all the time." 

"Buck up, Peterbob!" said Toby. "Ifs all right 
now, old chap. Pull yourself together. Go and have 
a Turkish bath, it'll do you all the good in the world." 

The relaxation of the nerves after all the tension 
made the situation all the more trying. Iris began to 
think of the end of things, she would be obliged to 
leave her child. She rebelled fiercely against her fate, 
yet did not see what else to do but to bow to the in- 
evitable. 
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In the days of Phyllis* convalescence, when Iris was 
allowed to talk to her a little, the love she felt grew 
so d6ep and strong that for the time being she thought 
of nothing else but her child. She dared not think 
of the separation she dreaded, and she formulated a 
plan by which she intended to persuade Welby to 
allow her to take Phyllis with her into the country. 

One night she felt anxious about the child, and left 
her bed to creep up to the nursery. It was about two 
o'clock, and the house was quiet and still. A bright 
moon shone through the blind of the landing window, 
and by the light she saw Welby standing on the land- 
ing, apparently listening. She went up to him and 
touched his arm. He had been so buried in his 
thoughts he had not heard her step on the stairs. 

"Peter," she said. 

He turned round and saw her, all white in the 
moonlight, with her hair streaming about her shoul- 
ders. 

"Iris, Iris," he whispered, "I want you. I can't bear 
this. Iris, you belong to me. She belongs to us." 

For one moment she felt herself swaying toward 
him. He put out his arms to take her, his eyes strain- 
ing to see her face. But she turned quickly from 
him and went past him up the stairs, and into Phyllis' 
room. Welby followed her ; he was not certain what 
he meant to do, but he felt that he must speak to her. 

He began to speak in a whisper : "Iris, I must talk 
to you." 

"Hush!" she said, "the nurse." 

He had forgotten the nurse who was sitting by the 
bedside watching them. 

"I felt anxious about Phyllis," said Iris. 

"She is sleeping quite quietly," said the nurse. 
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"She's really all right?" said Welby. 

"Quite," the nurse replied. "You'll find a great im- 
provement in the morning, I think." 

Iris and Welby went out of the room together and 
down the stairs. He gripped her arm on the landing, 
and his voice came thick and indistinct. 

"Come away — ^anywhere. He doesn't know how to 
love you. I want you." 

"Let me go," she said. "Peter, let me go." But 
she was under his spell, the old spell when he had met 
her in the garden. 

Welby looked at her for a moment, then she half 
fell, half swayed into his arms. He held her close in 
his arms, kissing her passionately. With a stifled gasp 
she tore herself away from him and went quickly to 
her room. 

Toby was awakened by Iris sobbing on her knees 
by the bedside. 

"Toby, take mc away, take me away soon. I'm not 
good." 

He leaned down and lifted her bodily into his bed, 
and she cried herself to sleep in his arms. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

POLITE INQUIRIES. 

On the 3rd of July Welby, who was in Switzer- 
land with Phyllis, wrote a letter to Christine. He had 
determined to reconstruct his life as if the incidents of 
the past few weeks had never happened. It was a 
pitiful attempt to ignore the fate which had placed 
him in a position from which there seemed no honest 
exit. 

Iris and Toby had retired into the country, the doc- 
tor having ordered her a complete rest. She lived so 
habitually on the surface that she was able to a great 
extent to throw off the cares that beset her, or, rather, 
to cloak them with trivialities; underneath, however, 
she was plotting to get Phyllis back again. Her sub- 
conscious existence was a battle royal for the ulti- 
mate possession of her child. 

Toby was not so blind but he saw the change in his 
wife, and the relations between her and his friend. 
He put ever)rthing down to nervous strain on both 
sides, and was very presently whistling his way about 
the country with a supreme indifference to the tre- 
mendous forces about him. "Old Peterbob," he 
thought, "is crazy about the child, and naturally con- 
fides in a stunning, sweet woman like Iris, so they 
have become great pals." He was proud of Iris and 
of the way she had forsaken everything to look after 
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Welby and Phyllis. It showed her as the noble and 
fine woman he felt her to be. 
This was Welby's letter to Christine : — 
"You would scarcely know either of us now. I am 
an object of contempt to all the young skylarkers who 
fatigue themselves by various sports, and fatigue me 
by insisting on recounting their deeds of prowess. I 
am as brown as a berry, and the food here agrees with 
me ; my mind also is tanned by the sun and the air, so 
that I regard life, as it were, through a mahogany 
veil. Phyllis has recovered in the most marvelous 
way, and has gone so far as to inform a young Amer- 
ican botanist, who is staying here, that she intends to 
become his wife. He has nobly accepted the engage- 
ment, and they are to be found most afternoons taking 
tea together and lying comfortably to each other about 
fairies and other mythological beings. I, as the par- 
ent, asked the young gentleman's income, by request 
of Phyllis, and he gravely informed us — for her ben- 
efit — ^that he was the proprietor of a wonderful choco- 
late cream factory, where they employed vast herds of 
cows to give cream for the chocolates, a bevy of beau- 
tiful girls who perpetually sat to photographers for 
pictures for the box lids, and an army of young peo- 
ple who dressed in tissue and silver paper, and spent 
their lives cutting colored ribbons into lengths and 
tying cute little bows. Phyllis, with her hand press- 
ing mine in amazement, volimteered to marry the 
young gentleman on the spot, but, as there was no 
clergyman present on the veranda, we decided to de- 
lay the ceremony for fourteen years. What it is to 
have a daughter f To give point to the story, the de- 
lightful young man produced a large box of choco- 
lates from his pocket and presented them to Phyllis, 
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who, notwithstanding the Austrian name on the lid, 
politely accepted them as his especial manufacture." 

The rest of the letter was in this vein of light- 
hearted nonsense. When Welby had finished writing 
it he sat, pen in hand, looking out of the window. 
Everything seemed a hopeless muddle: so hopeless, 
indeed, that it required all his courage to face the 
possibilities he called up in his mind. There seemed 
to be three ways of taking the situation: to make a 
clean breast of everything to Toby and see what hap- 
pened. When he thought of that he knew it would 
only make matters worse; nobody would gain any 
good out of a confession of this kind except, possibly, 
himself, and he might gain a cowardly ease of mind. 
Then there was a suggestion of flight. Supposing he 
were to take Phyllis abroad, round the world, any- 
where, for some years, perhaps that might soften the 
acuteness of the painful tangle. Again he saw that he 
alone benefited : Iris was left to bear the brunt of their 
secret. He dismissed these solutions, and began to 
picture the third. Let him put a brave face on the 
matter, go back and begin again as if no secret ex- 
isted, rely on his strength and on her love of Toby 
to carry them through; time might work wonders of 
healing. Even as he made up his mind to adopt this 
last alternative he felt the pull on his heart strings, as 
he realized it meant seeing Iris again. They would 
have one more talk together, and after that they 
would go through life with a smile on their lips and 
what comfort they might in their hearts. Every day 
is a lifetime — and who cares for to-morrow? It was 
a game, a game of chance. Very well, then, let the 
gamblers go on with the game without showing the 

fluctuations of fortune; gain 
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or lose, let laughter play about their lips; perhaps 
some kind angel, seeing their attempts, might print 
the smile on their faces for ever. That, thought 
Welby, is the courageous thing to do, and the finer 
part of him made answer — "Coward, you know you 
cannot escape hanging by laughing at the rope. You 
know that you are looking to make your life a series 
of little meetings with the woman you love." Would 
Iris be weak? He would be strong for Iris. And the 
devil entering his mind at the moment, he began to 
hum a little French song that said life was short, a 
little dreaming, a little love, and then — good day. 
Ah, well ! let him throw off these vague decisions and 
take the day as it came : everything would come right. 
Iris would forget, he had the child, and Toby — well, 
Toby had a world of happiness and blindness, thank 
God, in his composition. 

"Waiter, an absinthe." 

At lunch he kept Phyllis and their American friend 
in roars of laughter. Many people in the room envied 
the merry party. 

"Say it again, say it again!" cried Phyllis after 
some nonsensical remark. "And, Brown Dogf" (her 
name for the young man), "do watch daddy's nose 
wrinkle." 

After lunch Welby walked alone up a mountain 
path and cursed his fate. 



Meanwhile arrived the end of July, and with the 
end of July came the end of Lady Pashen's con- 
valescence and her renewed strength for going about 
everybody's business. 

At no time had illness arrived more inappropriately. 
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Lady Pashen had been laid low by rheumatic fever, 
and, in consequence, had been unable to attend the 
Quarrenden wedding — ^first shock to one to whom the 
scandal after a wedding was one of the joys of this 
world. Then, as she had quarreled with her sister, 
she had been unable to discuss the astounding piece of 
news, the fact that Iris Feringay, Edna's governess, 
was married to Toby Quarrenden. 

Emily Pashen made a slow recovery at Buxton, and 
when she was prepared to face the world again with 
her sword of a tongue sharpened, she found to her 
mortification that her nephew had gone abroad with 
his adopted child. 

She had ruffled Edna's dignity so seriously that 
news from that quarter was unattainable. Welby was 
away. There was only one course open to her, and 
that to inquire at the fountain-head, to visit Iris her- 
self. Throbbing with excitement over the marvelous 
chance that led to a real romance in her direction, for 
romance it must be, she wrote to Toby Quarrenden 
proposing herself as his g^est — "You will allow an 
old friend the benefit of your charming company, the 
privilege of meeting your wife, and the healing prop- 
erty of your wonderful sea air." 

This, she thought, was rather neatly put. 

She awaited the answer to her letter with a pleasant 
thrill of anticipation. Welby's governess, of course! 
— ^the girl to whom he had paid so much attention. 
What a gossip they would all have — what a romantic 
story, to be sure! Emily Pashen, washing the leaves 
of the india-rubber plant in her drawing-room, smiled 
serenely. She had already made up her mind as to 
the probable course of the story. Welby had found 
the girl again by chance, had introduced her to Toby 
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Quarrenden, and he, probably taken in by her childish 
ways — ^much too young for her age, thought Emily 
Pashen, — ^Bad fallen a victim to her large eyes. Well, 
well! men were fools, and Toby more of a fool than 
most of them, but rich enough to pay for his folly. 

Lady Pashen's drawing-room was the temple of 
many gossips: the gilded clock under the glass case 
had ticked to the destroying of reputations and the 
music of curates' voices. The photographs of un- 
fortunate black people ridiculously clothed by Emily 
Pashen's Missionary Qothing Club, the bound vol- 
umes of reports of guilds whereby servant girls' lives 
were made miserable by prying, the antimacassars, the 
slight smell of sandalwood, the odds and ends looted 
from bazaars where charity indeed had to cover a 
multitude of sins — all reflected with imwinking eyes 
the personality of Lady Pashen. 

By all the standards of the world a good woman, a 
woman who had never stepped astray frcxn the rules 
of virtue, had done no offense against property, 
morality, or against her neighbor's ox or ass. Of 
charity she knew nothing, except such charity as a 
rice pudding to a sick villager or a pot of ointment 
given in the parish. She knew nothing of that greater 
charity of the ointment of precious spikenard, or of 
the healing properties of heartfelt tears. To her 
necessity was a religion, not religion a necessity. She 
had her own rigid code of morals and allowed of no 
other, her own standard of propriety and knew of no 
other. Did one of her neighbors or dependants de- 
part from Lady Pashen's rule of life, that person was 
outside the pale of her charity. 

The cause of the quarrel with her sister Edna was 
her interference in certain parish matters. She had, 
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in fact, set the rector, the squire, the doctor's wife, 
and old Lady Bambridge by the ears ; their wrath had 
been visited on the innocent Edna. Conversations re- 
peated with a sting of malice and a spice of truth, 
little uncomfortable suggestions dropped here and 
there, had resulted in a tearful interview between 
Edna and Emily, Edna supplying the tears and the 
temper, and Emily the acid remark that she "had 
done her duty and was prepared to take the conse- 
quences." Edna had requested her to leave the house, 
and Emily did leave, rejoicing in the fact that the 
cook and the parlor maid were also leaving as the re- 
sult of her "speaking her own mind openly and with- 
out fear." After she had taken her departure, feel- 
ing that everything was the better for her interfer- 
ence, the village settled down to adjust its own affairs 
and regain its normal sleepiness. 

In her own village Emily Pashen reigned supreme. 
Little Mileham lived under the sway of her tongue, 
and, so long as it obeyed externally, it received its 
modicum of coals and blankets and was allowed to 
pay for concerts and magic-lantern lectures, in aid of 
charities in which it had not the least interest. 

Down the front garden path, which was bordered 
with stiff rows of lobelias, geraniums, and beetroot, 
came the postman, his deportment watched by Lady 
Pashen from behind the lace curtains of her drawing- 
Her parlor maid, a roguish-eyed maiden of 
hastened to the front door, and there ex- 
rapid signals with the postman indicating the 
Duts of her mistress, and received the letters 
hands and a silent kiss on her lips. "Only 
three months, deary," said the postman, 
shen, utterly unaware that love's young dream 
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was present in her front hall (the inner hall door be- 
ing shut), awaited her letters complacently. 

The maid entered with a demure look, handed her 
mistress three letters on a silver salver, and departed 
to the kitchen to confide her kiss and the interval be- 
fore her marriage to the romantically-minded cook. 

Lady Pashen opened a letter from Toby, and was 
pleased to find herself invited for the following week 
to stay at Abbot's Hold for a fortnight. 

When the time came for her departure she was 
driven to the station in a hired fly, and the parlor 
maid gave an uproariously amusing account of Lady 
Pashen's last commands to the housemaid and the 
cook. That evening an impromptu supper party took 
place in the kitchen, at which the postman and the 
cook's brother excelled themselves in imitations of her 
ladyship. 

Lady Pashen beguiled the long journey to Sal- 
combe by deciding her manner toward Iris. True, she 
had been a governess, equally true she was now a very 
rich and important person. Lady Pashen, a snob to 
the core, decided to unbend slowly, and to mark the 
distinction of governess and wealthy woman by a 
gradual unfreezing. The Abbot's Hold would be a 
comfortable place in which to spend a yearly visit. 

When Iris received the letter from Welby's aunt 
she had thrown it over to Toby, who, in return, passed 
her his communication from the same lady. Lady 
Pashen had written to both of them on the same day. 
Toby had announced that he was obliged to leave Iris 
to visit half a dozen of the Quarrenden Houses, and 
it would be pleasanter for her to have even Lady 
Pashen to keep her company than to be alone. 

They had laughed, and the letter had been posted 
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inviting Lady Pashen. Iris felt glad to be able to 
appear as the g^eat lady instead of the poor governess, 
and it did not occur to her until the day before Lady 
Pashen's arrival that the meeting would be at all diffi- 
cult. She remembered, all at once, that Lady Pashen 
would know of her meeting with Welby years ago, 
before her marriage. She had two hours' fearful in- 
decision, her mind beating this way and that in won- 
der as to the best way out of the difficulty ; finally she 
decided on the bold course of risk. Toby would not 
meet Lady Pashen, and it would not be difficult to 
arrange that they never should meet, as he disliked 
her so much. Iris had only seen her once, and she 
might have forgotten, as she certainly had ignored, 
the poor governess. Or she might easily claim that 
she had never met Welby — ^this seemed the least 
hazardous idea. When the subject arose, as it cer- 
tainly would, she would say she had known Welby by 
sight, but had never spoken to him. If Lady Pashen 
was like her sister, Edna Mumberry, it would be easy 
to avoid any difficulties. 

In this way Iris calmed her fears and prepared to 
play the grande dame. She did not know her Lady 
Pashen, and never guessed that that lady knew every- 
body's business only too well, and her sister's best of 
all. 

"I should have known you at once, Mrs. Quarren- 
den," were Lady Pashen's first words. 

'*How very wonderful of you, Lady Pashen!" said 
Iris. "I was such a very short time with your sister." 

"I remember your illness so well," said Lady 
Pashen. "And your mysterious disappearance from 
us all." 

"I went abroad," said Iris. 
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"It has always been a pleasure to me that my 
nephew was so kind to you," said Lady Pashen. 

"I hardly knew him," said Iris. They were at din- 
ner, and the shaded lights did not betray her face. 

"Oh! come now," said Lady Pashen, "I always 
thought there was a little romance." 

"Oh, no," said Iris, wondering how to manoeuvre 
the conversation; "we met once or twice, but a poor 

governess " She shrugged her shoulders, a 

gesture Lady Pashen disliked immensely — especially 
in beautiful bare shoulders. She decided that the dress 
Iris was wearing was far too low. 

*'My nephew was so concerned about your illness," 
she said. 

"How kind of him!" said Iris. "As a matter of 
fact, I had to remind him that we had met before." 

"That's not like Peterbob," said Lady Pashen. 
"Perhaps you had some little disagreement?" 

"I didn't know him well enough for that," said Iris. 
"Shall we go into the drawing-room?" 

The girl is not speaking the truth, thought Lady 
Pashen. I must get to the bottom of this. I felt there 
had been an affair — ^now I'm certain of it. Evidently 
they agreed to become strangers. 

"Have you met Mr. Welby lately?" Iris asked, un- 
able to keep from the topic. 

"I have been a sad invalid," said Lady Pashen, 
"and unable to see any of my friends. But I heard 
how wonderfully kind you and your husband had been 
to my nephew's child — his adopted child." 

"Poor little Phyllis!" said Iris. 

"A very fortunate child," said Lady Pashen, sitting 
very bolt upright. "My nephew's madness gave us all 
a great shock. Of course it was perfectly ridiculous." 
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"I think he was lonely." 

"Loneliness is no excuse for irrational behavior," 
said Lady Pashen. "He might have made an excel- 
lent marriage. I have not given up hope, even yet, 
that he will feel the need of some good woman to 
mother tHis child. I have offered to live with him 
myself." 

Iris crushed her handkerchief in her hand; the 
thought of this woman mothering her child was in- 
tolerable. The idea of Welby married was bitter. 
The fierce longing to have Phyllis with her came back 
with double force. 

"I don't think we need fear anything: they seem 
perfectly happy," she said. 

"I hear she was quite a common child," said Lady 
Pashen. "It's a sad pity. But I know a dear girl 
now who would be willing to overlook even that." 

"Toby and I are very fond of Phyllis," said Iris 
with a defiant ring in her voice. "Toby is quite de- 
voted to her, in fact." 

It was on the tip of Lady Pashen's tongue to say 
Toby's attachments were very peculiar, but she 
stopped herself in time. 

The conversation drifted away from the dangerous 
topic, and before going to bed Lady Pashen obtained 
a promise of five pounds for the Clothing Society for 
Poor Ladies, a charity which allowed her to pry 
among the most sensitive of her sex, and to patronize 
those who most felt their position. 

Iris, alone in her bedroom, formed a grim deter- 
mination never to see the odious woman again after 
this visit was over, and made up her mind to warn 
Welby by letter the following morning. As for Emily 
Pashen, she, in the solitude of her room, gave vent to 
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a series of sage nods of the head and wise com- 
pressions of the lips: she prayed fervently for Iris 
that she might learn to speak the truth and become 
more modest in appearance. And, before going to 
bed, she lit the candles on the writing table and 
penned a letter to her sister Edna, forgiving her 
magnanimously for sins she had never committed, and 
inviting herself to stay with her early in September. 

It was her duty, she felt, to probe this mystery to 
the bottom. 
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CHAPTER XXVL 

SYMPATHY AND ANTIPATHY. 

At tHe end of August, on a very sultry afternoon, 
Christine sat in her drawing-room waiting for Iris. 
She had received a telephone message in the morning 
begging her to be at home, as Iris particularly wanted 
to see her. 

Patricia Dumblederry was very vexed that Christine 
remained so long in London, but her play, The Wel- 
come Guest, had proved an enormous success and 
promised to play well through the summer and on into 
the autumn season. 

"Madness," said Patricia that very afternoon. 
"You'll break down, you know you will." 

"Won't you love saying, 'I told you so,' Pat, dar- 
ling?" said Christine. 

"Mary, Mary, quite contrary," said Patricia, sigh- 
ing. 

"Well, you know how my garden grows," Christine 
answered, laughing. "We took two hundred and sev- 
enty pounds last night." 

"The root of all evil, you silly woman," said Pa- 
tricia, "and I don't care if it is a platitude.'* 

"Well, it pays for my flowers, dear," said Christine. 
"Besides, it's an easy part. Don't worry, Pat; I'm 
going out of the bill for a week after Saturday, then 
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we'll pet the cows and pat the rabbits, and put salt on 
the little birds' tails. Heigh-ho!" She sighed. 

"Why the sigh?" asked Patricia. 

"Iris is coming here this afternoon." 

Patricia patted her hand. "I'm glad," she said. 

A book bound in soft green leather lay by Christine 
on a table ; she took it up and opened it at a place kept 
by a marker. 

"What's the book?" said Patricia. 

"One of my many Bibles," said Christine. ''Au- 
rora Leigh. Listen, Pat: 

" 'If he had loved me ... . 
I might have been a common woman now, 
And happier, less known and less left alone; 
Perhaps a better woman after all, — 
With chubby children hanging on my neck 
To keep me low and wise. Ah me ! the Vines 
That bear such fruit, are proud to stoop with it. 
The palm stands upright m a realm of sand.' " 

Patricia stood silent for a minute. "Christine," she 
said, "it can't be helped. I can't bear to think of you 
worrying. Telephone to Iris not to come." 

Up jumped Christine, her face alive with a radiant 
smile. She put her hands on Patricia's shoulders and 
said, "There — blues are gone, every one. I won't 
worry. Out you go and do your work with your 
blessed cross face and your open purse. Here, wait a 
minute." 

She picked up a purse from the sofa — Christine's 
possessions were always strewn about a room. "Here, 
five pounds, Pat, for all your undeserving friends — • 
mind you, the undeserving ones, darling. All the 
poor creatures who drink and He, and live as they 
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shouldn't. Off you go, Pat, and give the slums my 
love. I'm often ashamed of myself when I see my 
name placarded on hoardings in some wretched 
street: I feel I ought to be there myself doing — I 
don't know what, but something to make their lives 
brighter. Go along, Pat; if you stop much longer I 
shall give you ten pounds to give away, and if you 
stop too long I shall ask for all of it back." 

She drove Patricia to the door, saw it close on her, 
and then went back to her seat saying to herself : 

"With chubby children hanging on my neck, 
To keep me low and wise." 

She could see herself in a big mirror that hung at 
the farther end of the room: a full, fine figure in a 
white dress, with a rose in her belt, a shimmer of 
light <m her black hair, with scarlet lips to match the 
rose. 

"I'm really better looking than Iris," she said, re- 
garding herself critically. "Some little quiver of sex, 
I suppose, he found in her and couldn't find in me. 
She's pretty, like a butterfly, or a hedge of sweet peas, 

but — oh I surely I'm more the kind of woman 

Well, what is the good of worrying?" 

She patted her hair with a gesture full of grace, 
peered at her shoes, looked down herself to be sure she 
looked her best, and then sat patiently to wait for her 
visitor, wondering not a little why Iris so particularly 
wanted to see her. 

At half-past three a rustling figure in blue silk 
mounted the stairs. Christine gave herself a final pat 
all over, and greeted Iris when she was announced 
with a graceful bend toward her. The two women 
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kissed. To Christine's surprise Iris kissed her again 
warmly. 

"I did so want to talk to you," she said. 

"Yes," thought Christine, as Iris sank languidly 
onto the sofa, "she's very pretty, and she's in trouble." 

"Will any one come in?" asked Iris. 

"Not a soul." 

Iris looked at Christine, and at the room, and the 
multitude of flowers in it, and chatted in a nervous, 
quick way about Toby, and Welby, and Lady Pashen. 
All the while her heart was beating fast, because she 
wanted to confide in somebody, and her impulsive na- 
ture had made her fly to Christine, and now she was 
there on the brink of her confidence, somehow she 
felt that Christine was reading all her thoughts. 

Just as Iris had made up her mind to keep silent, 
Christine came over to her on the sofa, put a hand on 
Iris' knee, and said, "Tell me." 

Instantly a quivering shock ran through the younger 
woman, as if she had been touched at the core of her 
thoughts, as if her heart lay bare. Tears sprang 
sharply into her eyes; her tongue refused to speak. 
She pulled oflf her long white gloves with quick, 
nervous movements, wetted her dry lips, and looked 
beseechingly at Christine. 

Christine, watching her, thought how like she 
seemed to a naughty child expecting a scolding and 
praying to be pitied instead. 

"I'm in such trouble," Iris began. "Everything is 
so muddled that I don't know how to begin." 

Christine bent over her and kissed her. Then Iris, 
her eyes smarting with tears, slipped onto the floor, 
and buried her face in Christine's lap. 
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"I don't know why I came to you/' said Iris, in a 
pitiful voice, muffled with sobs. "I'm so imhappy." 

"Tell me, dear," said Christine. 

"It's all going to be found out," said Iris. "I shall 
never dare to face Toby. I shall die. Oh, help me I 
I came to you because I knew you would understand. 
Toby says you always understand." 

A sudden look of joy glowed in Qiristine's face. 

"That woman is going to find out I'm frightened 
of her." 

"What woman, dear?" asked Christine. 

"Lady Pashen. I hate her," Iris said passionately. 

"What can she find out?" Christine asked. "Are 
you — Iris, are you in love with some other man?" 

"No," sobbed Iris. 

"What is it? Tell me; I shall understand." 

"It's — it's — Christine," she whispered; "you won't 
hate me? I couldn't bear it if you hated me." 

"Is it something you haven't told Toby?" said 
Christine. "Something that happened before you 
knew him?" 

"Yes," with a sob. 

"Another man?" asked Christine, her voice gentle 
and kind. 

The younger woman bowed her head and began to 
speak quickly, her body shaken with emotion. 

"It was Welby — Peter — ^he and I used to meet. I 
was a governess at his aunt's, Mrs. Mumberry. We 
fell in love with each other, and — ^and I had a baby. 
No one knew. I left the house some time before it 
happened, and Peter managed everything. No one 
knew ; now every one's going to find out. Peter went 
away. Oh! do you understand? It was all a mad 
moment; we didn't think what we were doing. I 
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can't talk. Dear, dear Christine, you will help me?" 

"Tell me everything," said Christine. 

Iris' teeth were chattering; she had lost control of 
her nerves, and fear dominated everything. 

"If Toby finds out he'll kill me. He's that kind of 
man." 

"Iris," said Christine quietly, "did the child die?" 

"No, no," said Iris, shuddering. "She's alive, and 
I want her. Oh ! I want her — my darling Phyllis !" 

Christine felt as if her heart had stopped beating 
for a moment. 

"Peter took her away," said Iris, '*and I went 
abroad, and when I came back I thought it was all 
over. I had a little money then. I tried to forget. 
He didn't forget." 

"So Phyllis is his child — ^his and yours?" said 
Christine, half to herself. 

"My head aches so I can't tell you properly," said 
Iris, and she felt a cool hand touch her forehead 
softly. "You are good," she said. "I'm so glad I've 
told you." 

"And you never guessed that Toby and Peterfiob 
were friends?" said Christine. 

"We were so happy," Iris replied. "He talked 
about you a great deal. I don't think he ever men- 
tioned Peter by name ; I never heard if he did. Peter 
and I met before the wedding, and we thought it was 
best to say nothing. I forgot Lady Pashen. Oh! 
tell me what to do." 

As Christine stroked Iris' hair, she thought how 
different was Welby's telling of the same story. She 
had let Iris go on, get rid of the burden on her mind. 
It was better not to tell her she had known before — 
kinder. 
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The moment's silence roused Iris; she clutched 
Christine's hand, saying, "You're hating me. I can 
feel it." 

"I'm not hating you," said Christine. "I was think- 
ing what I could do for you, dear. Why not tell Toby 
to-night? He's in town, isn't he?" 

"He's in town— yes," said Iris- "Tell Toby? I 
couldn't. I dare not." 

"Why?" Christine's voice had a curious ring in 
it. Her love for Toby hung about her heart. 

"He doesn't know about those kind of things," said 
Iris. "He knows — but he never seems to know. I 
don't know what it is about him, but I couldn't tell 
him. Besides " She hesitated. 

"Besides?" said Christine. 

Iris turned her face to look into Christine's eyes, a 
face wet with crying, infinitely pathetic. 

"I want my baby — ^but that you can't understand." 
It was said simply, more deeply than anything Iris 
had yet said. The unconscious cruelty of the remark 
did not strike her. 

"Do you want your baby more than you want your 
husband?" Christine asked her. 

"Don't ask me," cried Iris. "I don't know. I don't 
know what to do. Why can't we go away and forget 
everything? There's something else, Christine, that 
makes it worse." 

"Tell me, dear. I'm so sorry, so very sorry for 
you! I'll do anything." 

For an instant a flush spread over Iris' face, a rosy 
flush of pride. "I'm going to have a baby of Toby's 
in the spring," she said, and she smiled through her 
tears, a little, far-away smile. 

Christine's thoughts marshaled themselves quickly. 
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Welby was safely abroad; Toby, dear, blind, lovable 
Toby would never guess; there remained only the 
bogey of Lady Pashen. 

"What makes you so frightened, Iris dear?" she 
said. "What can Lady Pashen tell Toby if she meets 
him? Nothing. — That you met Peterbob years ago. 
Well?" 

"He'd wonder why I hadn't told him. He'd won- 
der still more why Peter hadn't; and then he'd sus- 
pect something." 

Christine rose from the sofa thoughtfully, went to 
the mantelpiece, lit a cigarette, and looked down at 
Iris, who still sat on the floor. She could not help 
thinking that Iris, the woman who had taken Toby 
from her, who was near to wrecking his life, looked 
very pathetic, a poor little tender figure crumpled up 
there by the burden of her sorrow, her face stained 
with tears that a very inadequate handkerchief was 
powerless to dry. 

"Isn't there a way out?" Iris asked her. 

Christine, with her eyes half closed, watched a thin 
spiral of smoke ascending from her cigarette. Her 
brows were knitted in a puzzled frown. 

"Will you leave it to me?" she said at last, Iris 
watching her in an agony of hope. "If Toby does 
hear anything from Lady Pashen I expect he'll come 
to me. If he does I may be able to help you s<Mne- 
how. I'll do my very best." 

Iris felt she had laid her burden on Christine's 
shoulders: she was infinitely relieved, very grateful. 
Christine's strength seemed to guard her from the 
harsh world: she felt a sense of protection that was 
wonderfully soothing. 
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"I wonder," she said, in a burst of affectionate 
admiration, "that Toby didn't fall in love with you.*' 

Christine removed the cigarette from between her 
lips very deliberately. Then she smiled. 

"Come to my room and tidy yourself," she said, 
holding out her hands to help Iris rise, "After that, 
tea and trifles — we must forget this for a while. Love 
conquers most things, and you love Toby, don't you?" 
She found herself talking to Iris as if she were a 
child. 

After leaving her alone in her bedroom, tearfully 
rejoicing in warm water, a powder puff, and a clean 
handkerchief, Christine came down to the drawing- 
room slowly, turning over the problem in her mind. 
She had scarcely seated herself when the maid opened 
the door and announced that Mr. Quarrenden was in 
the hall and wished to speak to her. 

"I told him you were not at home, madam, but he 
said I was to ask if you were at home to him." 

Christine thought for half a minute. "Ask Mr. 
Quarrenden to come upstairs," she said, "and go to 
my room afterward and tell Mrs. Quarrenden he is 
here." 

Toby came in cheerily. "Hello, Christine! They 
told me at home that Iris was here." 

"So she is," said Christine. "She had a bad head- 
ache and has been crying a little, but she's all right 
now." 

It made her wince to hear Toby's voice as he said, 
"My poor little darting!" 

"Well," said Christine, "what's the news?" 

He hesitated for a minute and then said, "She hasn't 
told you?" 

"No." 
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"Well," he said proudly, "I thought she was a bit 

run down, so Fve bought her You mean to say 

she hasn't told you, really, Christine?" 

"Oh, do go on, Toby!" 

"I've bought her a bulldog." 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

THE NEST. 

In the golden glow of a September afternoon Rip- 
pleway looked very beautiful. Edna Mumberry's 
house, long, low, and white, was bathed in the gra- 
cious sunlight; each window winked a fiery eye, the 
brass door knocker sparkled effusively. 

The perfect mellow peace of the village under its 
cloak of golden light was echoed by the dreamy ro- 
mantic landscape about it. Cream-colored cottages, 
bowered in roses, jessamine, and ivy, lounged by the 
roadside regarding the world complacently under 
shaved heads of thatch. An old stone bridge had the 
look of a fat man idly striding across the narrow river 
that lapped its buttresses. An elderly gentleman sat 
on the river bank fishing hopefully for pleasure — 
there being no fish to speak of ; his red and green float 
bobbed suddenly, and the gentleman was thrown into 
a pleasant little excitement. He struck slowly, and 
brought up a fat lob-worm still intact upon the hook : 
the twig tiiat had caused the float to bob freed itself 
and sailed wickedly down the stream. 

A lumbering hay cart came over the bridge; the 
blue-eyed driver, seated on a shaft, talked strangely 
to his horses, two great proud horses with gleaming 
coats. "Grrupp thur-r," said the driver. He also 
said, "Aye thurr, lass, coom oup," and many com- 
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fortable words besides. The weathercock on the 
church tower seemed to survey the scene with emi- 
nent satisfaction. Rolling hills, partly covered with 
woods turning russet and gold, velvet pasture land, 
lush water meadows dotted here and there with 
browsing cattle ; two or three large farm-houses from 
whence an agreeable cackle of chickens arose, or the 
serious voices of pigs; The Hall, an Elizabethan 
building of brick, ruddy in the warm light ; groups of 
fine chestnut trees in the park ; the rectory and parish 
school, from which building a droning noise proved 
that it held twenty or thirty sunburnt scholars re- 
freshing their minds with some easy exercise — all the 
fair scene, in fact, spoke outward ease and comfort if 
not inward and spiritual grace. 

The elderly gentleman bowed, smiling politely, as 
Lady Bambridge's carriage, drawn by a pair of sleek 
grays, rolled over the bridge in the direction of the 
shopping town. Lady Bambridge, proud in purple 
silk, nodded graciously. The elderly gentleman, who 
lived a stone's throw from where he was sitting, re- 
turned to his occupation of dreaming about nothing 
with his eyes fixed intently on the float. 

In her house, The Nest, Mrs. Mumberry sat await- 
ing the arrival of her sister. Lady Pashen. She had 
the look of a feather bed swathed in black silk with a 
very round head placed on the top of it. Her face 
wore an expression of faded sweetness like the rose 
leaves in a jar of pot-pourri. The quarrel with her 
sister was a thing of the past. The Rector had as- 
sured her that he never really believed Lady Bam- 
bridge had said what she was reported to have said. 
Lady Bambridge herself, who had rented The Hall 
from the squire for so long that everybody felt it be- 
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longed to her, called on Mrs. Mumberry and smoothed 
away the trouble. The doctor's wife, a brisk little 
woman with nine children, had at last spoken to the 
squire. And, what is more peculiar, nobody could 
really remember exactly what the original trouble had 
been. Certainly Lady Pashen had repeated this, that, 
and the other, but what she had repeated, and how it 
had caused so much mischief, no one now cared. At 
the same time Edna Mumberry, fond as he was of her 
sister, quailed a little at the thought of her visit. 
Emily would try to put things straight that nobody 
had ever noticed were not straight. It was either a 
question of flowers on the altar, or the quality of 
Farmer Quennell's milk, or the behavior of Lady 
Bambridge over some concert, or something or other, 
that usually started a disturbance of the peace. She 
perpetually fotmd a fly in the ointment, and, had she 
been Eve, would have found a grub in the core of her 
apple. 

Edna Mumberry rang the bell and told her faithful 
old maid to prepare tea at once. The clock on the 
mantelpiece showed it was half-past four: Emily 
would be here directly. "I Believe," Lady Pashen had 
once said, "all the clocks in this place tell yesterday's 
time." And there assuredly was a feeling of living in 
the air of many yesterdays. 

The gentleman who was fishing so happily by the 
bridge suddenly became aware of a sharp picture in- 
truding upon his dreams : it was a clear and definite 
picture of a tea table in his room facing the garden 
i with a delightful tea. He looked at his watch, 
loticing the hour, blinked with satisfaction. Just 
was putting away the joints of his rod a carriage 
across the bridge; the lady seated bolt upright 
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in it gave him a stiff bow, to which he replied with 
an old-fashioned dignity. The sight of her made him 
glad he was a bachelor. "Edna Mumberry's sister/' 
he said to himself, "is here again: more trouble." 
Then he switched his mind on to the subject of home- 
made cake. 

"A very dusty drive," were Lady Pashen's first 
words. 

"I'm so sorry, dear Emily," said Edna, immediately 
in a fluster. "Robinson should have sent a closed car- 
riage to meet you." 

"I hope you are well, Susan," said Lady Pashen to 
the old maid. 

"Quite nicely, thank you, m'lady. And I hope I 
see your ladyship in good health?" 

"Thank you, Susan," said Lady Pashen, "I do not 
complain." 

Lady Pashen showed her pleasanter side while they 
were drinking tea ; she gave Edna the gossip of their 
little world, the latest sayings of her favorite preacher, 
the news of her village. They fell into sisterly remi- 
niscences of old times, and Emily Pashen praised the 
tea cake — "our dear mother's recipe." 

The room was a museum of Welby's memories — the 
things had been Miss Welby's of Chamfield, — and a 
musty flavor of dead-and-gone Welbys hung over the 
place. There in the comer was Aunt George Welby's 
bureau, at which a crinolined ghost sat writing her 
diary. On the mantelpiece was General Welby's 
clock, ticking over the same dial and recording the 
flight of time as faithfully as it had done in the days 
of that Crimean hero. The squat chairs against the 
wall had supported the Latherham Bruces, maternal 
relations ; and frcxn the deep square elbow chair the 
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patched and powdered ghost of poor Caroline Welby, 
ill-fated bride, looked forth sadly. 

Into this atmosphere, peopled by tHe dead, the liv- 
ing, breathing spirit of Iris Feringay was introduced. 
There was the grand piano she had played, and there 
the mirror that mocked her likeness. 

"I was amazed to find," said Lady Pashen, now at 
her knitting, "that Toby Quarrenden had married a 
governess of yours. A nice young girl, but a little 
mysterious," 

"I never thought Miss Feringay in any way mys- 
terious, Emily," said Mrs. Mumberry. "A nice girl 
— ^yes, but delicate, poor thing !" 

"I cannot imagine where he met her," said Lady 
Pashen. 

"It is very romantic," Mrs. Mumberry replied, put- 
ting her embroidery down and prq)aring to talk. 

"Edna," said Lady Pashen sharply, "was there not 
some understanding between Miss Feringay and our 
nephew, Peter Robert?" 

"I'm afraid I am a little unobservant," said Edna, 
sighing complacently. "Peterbob was attentive, I 
think, and kind — but he is always that." 

"She left you on account of an illness, I remember." 

"Quite a breakdown," said Edna. "She was so 
pretty, but very fragile, poor girl I Charles was fond 
of her. Charles is doing so well at school, Emily. He 
tells me that but for a slight bruise he might have 
gained the Scripture prize." 

Lady Pashen cared little for Scripture prizes at the 
moment. She said "Indeed," and passed on to the 
main object of her inquiries. 

"There is a little mystery," she said, "and I fancy 
Peterbob held something back from us. It appears 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



EVERYBODY'S SECRET 229 

Mr. Quarrenden is not aware of the previous meet- 
ing of our nephew and Miss Feringay." 

"Dear me," said her sister, "I never imagined such 
a possibility. Do you really think, Emily, that Miss 
Feringay jilted poor Peterbob?" Her pleasant face 
assumed an air of dismay. 

"I imagine nothing of the sort," said Lady Pashen. 
"How ridiculous you are! I am inclined to think 
Peterbob fotmd his feelings getting the better of him, 
and, realizing the misfortune of such an engagement, 
he allowed the girl to see he had only been trifling 
with her." 

"Oh, Emily!" 

"I wish to satisfy myself," said Lady Pashen. "No 
ill feeling exists now, but I like things to be clear. I 
cannot abide any kind of mystery." 

"But is it quite our aflfair?" Edna asked. 

"Where our family is concerned," her sister replied, 
"it certainly is our business. I feel we may owe some 
reparation to Mrs. Quarrenden. She has a charming 
house." It seemed an aimless remark, but to Lady 
Pashen a large house, money, and social position 
meant a great deal. Added to that there was the 
slight mystery. 

"I had almost forgotten her," said Edna Mumberry. 
"Miss Faber followed her, and I think her strong 
character rather made me forget poor Miss Feringay." 
In the village it was said that Miss Faber managed 
to make Mrs. Mumberry forget her own personality. 

"Where did she go?" Lady Pashen asked. 

A sudden gleam of memory flashed across Edna 
Mumberry's mind. 

"I remember a letter from a place called Dursefield 
in Rutlandshire— I remember it, because it was the 
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place where our mother used to buy brawn. Durse- 
field, care of Mrs. Fermidoe — I remember that name, 
too, because that was the very shop." 

Emily Pashen, whose interest in brawn was slight, 
grasped eagerly at the address. She was prompted 
to write to Dursefield. More than that, she was 
moved to go to Dursefield — she had friends in Oak- 
ham, she could go over to Dursefield to make in- 
quiries. She could not have told herself the exact 
reason for her interest in Iris Feringay, but the curi- 
ous combination of events, Edna's boy's governess 
married to her nephew's best friend, the suggestion of 
a previous romance, and a love of interference, made 
her extraordinarily interested. No family scandal or 
trouble in her own village gave her a hold on the life 
around her. Whatever else Lady Pashen was, she 
was intensely alive, and vitally interested in her fel- 
low creatures. 

She spent an agreeable fortnight with her sister, and 
during that time, from the neighbors, from the village, 
and by probings of Edna's memory, built up a picture 
of a pretty, careless girl who had undeniably flirted 
with Peterbob. 

True to her resolutions, she obtained an invitation 
to Oakham, and departed on her way there filled with 
a pleasurable sense of doing her duty. Her progress 
through England, self-invited from house to house, 
savored of the progress of that greater interferer 
Queen Elizabeth, whom Lady Pashen remotely re- 
sembled. Did the future history of England give 
Emily Pashen a place, historians would note, with 
many learned paragraphs, the numberless beds slept 
in by Lady Pashen in her tours. 

Her visit to Dursefield gave her a terrible shock. 
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What fast people did, what depraved people did, her 
nephew had done. Her anger knew no bounds when 
she learned from Mrs. Fermidoe that a Mr. and Mrs. 
Welby had stayed in her house while Mrs. Welby 
gave birth to a daughter. It was beyond Lady 
Pashen's comprehension. She knew such things did 
happen, read of them with an angry interest in the 
newspapers, vaguely grasped them in the novels she 
read, but never actually stated the facts to herself 
as possible to any, even of her acquaintance, still less 
that they should happen in her own family. She felt 
herself besmirched with the contact, soiled by her con- 
versations with Mrs. Fermidoe, who, good woman, 
told her all the details of the baby's arrival with a 
motherly interest. 

"You possibly had children yourself, my lady," she 
said. 

"God forbid !" said Lady Pashen. 

Above the horror of it all, the story of the flight of 
Iris, of the removal of the child, she felt that Toby 
must be told. Through her family had this disgfrace 
fallen, through her family must come the news, the 
acknowledgment of guilt. She could not allow that — 
she shuddered at the thought — that abandoned woman 
to take her place as Toby's wife while this grim story 
would tear her from her throne. No trace of pity 
for the girl entered her heart, no tears for the destruc- 
tion of a home, no softening at the thought of her own 
nephew's feelings when he stood avowed a libertine, 
betrayer of his closest friend. 

She was about to hasten south to face Iris with her 
story, for she was determined to see her branded with 
her sin and shame, when she learned, in a letter from 
Peterbob himself, that the Quarrendens had gone 
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abroad: the doctor had ordered Mrs. Quarrenden to 
winter out of England. 

It was with mingled feelings she read her nephew's 
letter, and, woman-like, she laid less blame upon the 
man. There was a curious strain of affection between 
Peterbob and his aunt: he was the only person who 
did not fear her, the only person who appealed to her 
more womanly instincts. She was at her best, such 
as it was, with him, and next to the memory of her 
husband, whom she had loved more than she would 
ever allow, he found a comer in her heart. She had 
a heart, a heart that had at one time cried out for 
something undefined, but a bitterness had grown in 
her and her heart seldom found expression. 

In this case Emily Pashen was moved by something 
stronger than herself. Mere curiosity had started her 
upon the scent: she was urged on by just that touch 
of fierce tenderness she felt for Peterbob ; and, think- 
ing to unearth a romance in which his heart had 
played a part, she stumbled on a piece of life, raw, 
horrible to her, and, now, she was ablaze with anger. 

Her narrow view of life, her hard and fast religious 
principles, made her the more bitter toward Iris. She 
felt herself to be in the position of one of those men 
of the Old Testament who preached crusades against 
the sins of cities, and called the fire of heaven and the 
wrath of God on sinners. 

Her feelings toward Iris were not so much tinged 
with venom as with an iron sense of justice. Such 
women must be put outside the pale, must bow be- 
neath the world's contempt, be crushed by the Jug- 
gernaut of a society that cannot afford to know mercy. 

Her judgment must be complete and damning. No 
letter would effect Lady Pashen's purpose, but one 
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interview, one act of open denunciation, one awful 
moment of blinding truth, and the world, Toby, and 
even Peterbob would benefit by the sinner's exit into 
outer darkness. 

For three long months Emily Pashen nursed her 
wrath, and then her time came. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

A GOLDEN THREAD IN THE GRAY. 

Toby Quarrenden was in Paris. His head clerk 
had come across the Channel to meet him there on 
certain business: there were papers requiring Toby's 
signature, several matters concerning the Charity, 
some arrangements connected with the estate. 

On a bright October morning Toby, having com- 
pleted his business, entered the Luxembourg Gardens 
with the determined walk of a man who is taking ex- 
ercise. Nurses and children turned to stare at the 
big English giant, and not a few shop girls lingering 
on errands sighed as he passed. 

He came to a dead stop opposite a seat on which 
Welby was lounging exquisitely dressed and Phyllis 
sat gravely swinging her legs. 

"My dear chap!" cried Toby, delighted and sur- 
prised. He bent down and kissed Phyllis. 

"Tread very carefully," said Welby, regarding his 
friend with a smile, "or you'll knock Paris over." 

Toby laughed loudly. "Do you know," he said, "I 
feel rather like that about Paris myself." 

"Like a big toy, isn't it?" said Welby. 

"But, Peterbob, you seem to haunt the public gar- 
dens of Europe. What's the idea?" 

"Our first love affair is over," said Welby, inclining 
his head toward Phyllis, "so we are living the gay and 
careless life in order to drown our sorrows." 

234 
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"What do you mean?" 

Phyllis turned round suddenly and put her ann 
through Toby's. "Isn't it funny?" she said; "even 
the dogs speak French." 

Welby looked over her head and winked solenmly 
at Toby. "We are rather new to the world," he said. 
"Phyllis, after a little affair with an American in 
Switzerland, is instructing me in the peculiarities of 
the French nation." 

"A man pours out my bath," said Phyllis to Toby. 

"She has a number of foreign slaves to do her bid- 
ding, haven't you, Phyllis?" 

The child nodded. She then produced a box of 
chocolates and handed them to Toby. 

"Before lunch?" he said. 

"It's quite the correct thing," said Welby, helping 
himself. "We are frightfully dissipated, Pliyllis and 
I ; chocolates and circuses are part of our daily life." 

"Oh, the clowns!" said Phyllis, rapturously squeez- 
ing Toby's arm. 

"We are in danger of losing our heart to a very 
low comedian," Welby said. 

"Iris is in Mentone," Toby said. "I'm only here 
for two or three days on business, then I go back to 
her again. I never dreamed I should see you here." 

"The plot of some musical comedy has enveloped 
us," said Welby. "All the characters meet in Paris, 
Christine is here with Patricia: they arc bujring 
clothes." 

"What are you buying?" asked Toby with a laugh. 

"Experience," said Welby, lodcing covertly at Phyl- 
lis. 

"We must dine together to-night," said Toby. 
"Where can I find Christine?" 
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"Aunt Christine is coming to lunch with us," said 
Phyllis. "She's buying a fur coat now." 

"Oh, you women!" said Welby. 

A French child passed them, dressed in peculiarly 
French fashion: a big bonnet of black silk, a very 
short dress of vivid tartan, and very elaborately open- 
work stockings. She had all the airs and graces of 
a woman of thirty. Phyllis and the little French girl 
had a good look at one another — a look of mutual ad- 
miration. 

"Viens toi, Fifine !" said the nurse to the child. 

Phyllis looked seriously at her own legs, first one 
leg out for inspection, then the other. "Father," she 
said at last, "may I have stockings like that little 
giri?" 

Both the men laughed. It was so delightfully 
natural, that touch of vanity. 

"What do you think of life now?" said Welby to 
Toby. 

"Ripping!" 

For one moment there was a shadow of care on 
Welby's face, then he answered, "Well, then, we'll 
forget all about it Let us be flippant. Thank 
Heaven, my beastly Soap doesn't obtrude itself on me 
here. When I see it advertised I look the other way. 
If we see anything unpleasant to-day we'll turn our 
back on it." 

"Right you are !" said Toby. 

"You see what a simple person he is," said Welby 
to Phyllis. "By the way, what do you call him?" 

"I call you the Giant, don't I?" said she, 

"Come on, then. Giant," said Welby. "We will 
take this fairy to the castle of Alcohol and persuade a 
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varlet to serve us with absinthe. Do you indulge in 
absinthe, Toby?— I forget." 

"Never tasted it." 

"It is a drink that unlocks the heart, opens the 
purse, and gives the weary an appetite for lunch." 

They strolled across the Gardens, now beautiful in 
autumn colors, and took their places on the rush seats 
of the Cafe du Pantheon. 

"Waiter," said Welby, "two absinthes and a glass of 
hot milk." 

"You seem to know the ropes," said Toby as Welby 
instructed him on the mixing of absinthe. 

He looked for all the world as if he had occupied 
this particular chair for years. Welby had the faculty 
of appearing to have a right by birth of gracing any 
position. His clothes seemed inspirations. An ob- 
servant man passing the cafe at that moment would 
have said, "Ah! that is how one should be dressed." 
A gray suit, a white waistcoat, a black tie, wonderful 
black shoes, and a gray hat ; the eyeglass, a small but- 
tonhole — to be precise, a carnation — an air of languid 
superiority — ^Welby: extraordinary, somehow. 

Toby, very sunburnt, in a blue double-breasted suit, 
heavy boots, old brown gloves, and a brown hat, look- 
ing very handsome and contented, but with the air of 
being a stranger to this particular kind of life — 
which he was not. Behind both men that sense of 
power, the possession of which money gives. 

The party attracted considerable attention. Tall 
Frenchmen with square beards stared at them and 
could not make them out. Welby had so little the air 
of a married man, Toby so much the average English 
appearance, and there was the child. The women who 
saw them hazarded guesses as they walked past. 
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Everything was a delight to Phyllis : the noise, the 
shouts of the cab-drivers, the trumpet sounds of the 
newspaper men, the horn of the tram-drivers, all the 
conglomerate music of a Parisian street, stirred her 
interest deeply. It was all so new, so alive, so fasci- 
nating. 

It was a place in which to be gay, to throw off 
thought, in which to laugh. It seemed almost as if 
some supreme stage manager had arranged the 
pageant of peculiar people: the Zouaves in baggy 
trousers who swaggered by ; the children in cloaks of 
blue; the unnaturally fierce-looking policemen; the 
hurrying, hatless shop girls; the occasional ultra- Bo- 
hemian being lording it over the crowd in corduroy 
trousers of voluminous size, a Vandyke beard, and a 
flowing tie. Welby shut all the problems of his life 
away; allowed himself to be almost amused at the 
present situation; took, in fact, large doses of the 
drug of Paris air, that wind of life tiiat blew the diffi- 
culties of the moment away. 

Phyllis gave a long indrawn sigh of delight. 

"Do we approve of Paris?" Welby asked her. 

She nodded her head rapturously, as children do. 
"Isn't it — isn't it like something not real ?' she said. 

"Philosopher," said Welby. "Toby, Emerson, 
whom you have never read, said once: 'Give me 
health and a day and I'll make the pomp of emperors 
ridiculous.' That's how I feel at this moment. Now 
for lunch ; I've given Christine half an hour to be late 
in, if that's English." 

When Toby arrived with Welby and Phyllis, Chris- 
tine gave a gasp at the audacity of the situation. 
Welby's first words to her were, "Password for to- 
day — ^Tjet's pretend.' " It gave the signal for the be- 
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havior of the party. With an admirable assumption 
of irresponsibility Christine plunged into the fray, 
scattering the ghosts of the past with smiles and 
laughter. 

"Dear Toby," she said, "this is like old times." 

"You look worried, Patricia," said Welby. 

In a solemn voice, but with a twinkle in her eyes, 
she answered, "We have shopped." 

"She was so disagreeable," said Christine, laughing. 
"Weren't you, Pat darling?" 

"In the fur shop," said Patricia, who kept an eye 
on Phyllis all the time to see she didn't overeat her- 
self, "we saw the skins of all the animals in creation. 
I thought Christine would drive the establishment 
mad." 

"Then the manager came," said Christine, "and I 
made love to him " 

"Disgracefully," said Patricia. 

"And in the end I bought a coat I couldn't afford. 
Ermine, Toby, down to the ground." 

"What is ermine?" Phyllis asked. 

"It is an animal," replied Welby, "especially cdu-] 
cated to ruin husbands." 

"But Aunt Christine hasn't got a husband," said! 
Phyllis. "Aunt Christine, why haven't you got a hus-1 
band?" 

"My darling," said Christine, while Welby laugfaed.l 
"I don't want one." 

"Yet you are a woman of extravagant habits," said 
Welby. " ' 

"I can only afford luxuries," said Christine. 4 

Toby could not join in the bantering conversation; 
he eat, drank, and felt warm and comfortable with 
his old friends. Every now and again he looked at 
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Christine and saw how radiantly beautiful she was. 
He recognized that he had never appreciated her 
beauty before, had never seen her with an outside eye. 
His marriage was teaching him many things. 

"A word from you, Toby," said Welby. "As a 
philosopher you are a failure. Two sous for your 
thoughts." 

"I feel like a schoolboy on a holiday," said Toby. 
"I don't want to talk — the lunch is too good." 

Something in the first sentence made Christine 
glance quickly at Welby. Like a schoolboy on a holi- 
day, she thought ; then, after all. Iris was not quite the 
right woman. Even as she crushed tiie thought her 
heart warmed with a curious, bitter joy. 

What a touch and go it was, this fencing with life ! 
There was the grim shadow of a tragedy in the room, 
yet they talked as if there was not a care in the world. 
Christine, with her sense of drama, was keenly alive to 
the underlying sadness of this meeting. Welby, who 
knew more than any of them, the volcano on which 
they lived, talked as airily as if no thoughts of serious 
import had ever distressed him. 

They met again at dinner, except for Phyllis, who 

was left with her nurse to be put to bed. Toby had 

engaged a private room, one of these rooms where 

life seems most artificial. It was a white and gold 

room, with rose-colored curtains and a soft, luxurious, 

rose-colored carpet. The shaded lights, the noiseless 

movements of the waiters, the muffled sound of an 

orchestra playing in the big room below, the feeling 

' ' ' ig shut off from the world, gave the party the 

tion of a meeting of conspirators engaged in a 

forget life. 

ive the curtains unarawn," was Welby's sugges- 
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tion. "The boulevards shall be our play to-night. 
Toby, my dear chap, this is very delightful. You are 
really growing up : I should say this was the most edu- 
cated thing you have ever done. The arrangements 
make one feel quite unrespectable." 

"Oh, my man looked after all this/' said Toby. 

"Ordered the dinner?" said Christine, who was 
reading the menu. 

"Fm afraid so," said Toby. 

"A valet with imagination is a dangerous man," 
said Welby, putting up his eyeglass. "Did he choose 
the wine, too?" 

"The fuss you men make over your dinners is sim- 
ply childish," said Patricia. 

"It keeps them out of mischief," said Christine. 

Before dinner Christine drew Toby to the window. 
"Are you happy, Toby, dear?" she asked, holding him 
aflFectionately by the arm. 

He turned his face to her, and she saw something 
there that was new, an almost puzzled expression, a 
look as if he were trying not to see something. 

He answered, "Perfectly happy," in a low voice un- 
like his usual simple expression. 

"What is it?" she asked. 

He was looking out of the window again, down the 
brightly lighted boulevards. In the gleam of the 
lights a ceaseless stream of people were moving; cabs 
and omnibuses drove past incessantly; faint cries and 
shouts came up to them; advertisements blinked in 
and out in different colored lights ; and above was the 
glare of a city in the sky, and far above all the deep 
purple dome of heaven, crusted with stars. 

"What is it, my dear?" she asked again. Oh I it 
was good to be near himi 
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**Christine/* he said, nodding toward the street, 
"what the devil is it all about?" 

The hand on his arm shook ever so little. "You 
arc beginning to wonder then, Toby, dear?*' 

"Only to-night — ^somehow," he said. "It struck me 
suddenly when I was dressing for dinner. I put on 
my dress clothes, and my white waistcoat, and all that, 
don't you know, and it suddenly struck me how funny 
it all was, how fearfully important we are with our 
dress clothes and our little dinners — ^all about noth- 
ing. What rot I'm talking!" 

"One day," she said, "you will see that these things 
are our refuge against life. There are times, dear, 
when we dress ourselves up to hide our naked 
thoughts, when we eat and drink to drown our tears. 
There, ask Iris one day — she knows." 

Patricia and Welby were standing by the fire. Un- 
consciously they were looking at the pair by the win- 
dow, and thinking the same thing. 

"Spilt milk," said Welby. 

Patricia understood. "I'm not crying," she said 
grimly. 

"It isn't any use," said Welby. "He's quite happy 
as he is." 

"And she?" said Patricia, looking at Christine. 

Welby looked at her, his eyeglass in his eye. "This 
is a dining room," he said, "not an operating theatre. 
Thank Heaven, we're going to try to digest a dinner, 
not the troubles of the world." 

A suave waiter with a pole face and black side- 
whiskers announced that dinner was served. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE CEY. 

Iris insisted on coming to England again at the end 
of January. In the last two months Toby had noticed 
how ill and nervous she seemed. Sometimes she 
would cling to him, sobbing and begging his forgive- 
ness. "Forgiveness for what, my dearest?" he would 
say. 

"For being me; for being so shallow and selfish, 
Toby. Ohl you never see how selfish I am. I'm a 
burden to you. I'm ill — 111 try to get better. You 
didn't think you were going to marry a dull invalid, 
did you?" 

He soothed and caressed her, calling her pet names. 

The doctors told him she was not strong, that she 
must be kept from all trouble and anxiety before the 
baby was bom, or else they would not answer for the 
consequences. 

"There's something on her mind," said one doctor. 

Toby could think of nothing that could worry her, 
and one day he told her what the doctor had said. 

She had been more than usually demonstrative, beg- 
ging him not to be angry, saying she was silly, that 
she was frightened to die. 

"If you ever heard anjrthing terrible about me 
would you believe it? Say you wouldn't, Toby dar- 

243 
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ling, do say you wouldn't." She clung to him like a 
wild thing, her face white, her eyes searching his face. 

"There is nothing I can hear, is there?" 

"Nothing," she had answered. 

Then she would relapse into a mood of dejection, 
saying nobody loved her, that she was lonely, that she 
was jealous of his work. He was puzzled and sad, 
but did his best to reassure and comfort her. 

"I'm the stupid one," he said. "I don't understand 
subtle things well. I'm too blunt for you. But I love 
you. Iris, — ^isn't that some comfort?" 

And then she would throw herself into his arms and 
sob there, content to lie there in his protection. 

"Don't take any notice of what I say," she would 
murmur. "I shall be all right soon, when everything 
is over. I'm ill, Toby. I shall be better soon, and 
bright, and able to laugh. Just fold me tight in your 
arms, and let me sleep as if I were a child." 

Sometimes at night she would wake up from awful 
dreams, and call to him that she was going to die with 
a sin on her soul; but if he asked her what sin this 
was, she said it was something she had dreamed she 
had done; it was nothing — a nightmare, that was all. 

He was obliged to leave her twice to go to Eng- 
land, and each time he was miserable with worry, and 
dreaded every telegram. Iris wrote to him letters full 
of love and sweetness, without any mention of her 
trouble. In her letters she was the gay, bright girl he 
had known when they first met. People who met him 
in London saw that he had aged, was quieter, had 
gained an imperceptible reserve, a habit of repression. 
His mouth was firmer; there was a line between his 
eyes. 

Iris and Toby returned to London at the end of 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



EVERYBODY'S SECRET 245 

January on a bitterly cold day. A copper-colored sky 
hung over London, the buildings were picked out 
with snow, the telegraph wires looked like white lines 
drawn across the face of a picture. The muffled 
sounds in the streets where the snow lay deep gave 
the impression that the scene was laid for some great 
tragedy. Horses slithered and fell; a snow-plow 
drawn by six horses, urged on by men wrapped in 
old sacks, swept the grimy snow to the sides of the 
road, and people stopped in their walks to comment 
on the unusual sight. 

In the hall of the house, beautifully warm, made 
joyous by great vases of flowers, Iris threw her arms 
round her husband's neck and whispered, "Oh! it's 
good to be at home." 

The feeling of depression left Toby; he rejoiced in 
his wife's little cries of joy at his plans to make her 
happy. The new tenderness that had sprung up in 
him had urged him to cause her boudoir to be done 
up for her after an idea she had once mentioned to 
him. 

She entered the room, where tea had been placed, 
and stood for a moment, wide-eyed and wondering, on 
the threshold. The room was all white, with hang- 
ings of dull blue silk. The fireplace had been redone 
with old Persian tiles. The furniture was new to her ; 
Louis Quinze chairs, tables and cabinets of rare and 
exquisite choice. Four big Lowestoft bowls were 
filled with anemones, purple, pink, and cream, with 
their deep dusky centres like watchful southern eyes. 
Iris drew a deep breath, and a flush of pure delight 
lit up the pallor of her face. Toby watched her with 
eyes alight at her happiness. 

"How did you think of it?" she said. "How did 
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you know? Toby, you never thought of the anem- 
ones? You did? You wonderful, wonderful per- 
son 1" 

"I'm learning," he said. 

On a table was a bunch of violets with a card by 
them. On it was written : 

"Welcum Home.— From Phyllis." 

"What do you think of our spelling? — Peterbob." 

Iris looked up at Toby, and, seeing him smile, she 
kissed the flowers. 

"Aren't tiiey sweet?" she said. 

"Rather," said Toby. "Let's have tea." 

It was one of their happiest hours, the hour after 
tea. They talked in the low voices of lovers. She 
crouched on the big white bear-skin in front of the 
fire, her head against his knees. 

The discreet servant who removed the tea things 
saw them sitting there, the firelight glowing on their 
faces, and felt thankful Sunday was his day out and 
the girl of his choice was kind. 

At dinner Iris was very bright, talking much, but 
eating little. She was thinner, paler, more giriish- 
looking than ever. 

"You look eighteen," said Toby. 

She blew him a kiss across the table. 

When she went to bed she kissed him tenderly, 
saying he was much too good for her. He left her 
and went into his study to write letters, a happier man 
than he had been for weeks. 

When Iris had dismissed her maid she placed the 
violets Phyllis had sent her in a vase, and took them 
to a table by her bed. Before she switched out the 
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light over her bed she kissed the flowers again, and 
said in a voice that was dreamy and sweet with long- 
ing, "I want you, my baby girl. Oh, Phyllis, I do 
want you!" In her sleep she dreamed she had told 
Toby everything, and that Phyllis lay beside her. 

TTie next morning came, and Toby left early to go 
to his office in the Adelphi. His last words to her 
were to remember not to tire herself, to ring him up 
if she wanted anything, and that he would be back 
soon after lunch. 

Welby called at twelve o'clock and was shown up 
into her boudoir. 

Their conversation began easily about the room, 
Tob/s newly acquired taste, the bunch of violets Phyl- 
lis had sent, and such commonplaces of travel as each 
thought might interest the other. 

The deeper note came without any warning. 

"Where is Toby?" said Welby. 

"At work." 

"That's his room, isn't it?" Welby asked, looking 
toward the big double doors that le'S to a library. 

"He's at work in the office," she replied, "not in 
there. He'll be back soon after lunch." 

Welby walked over to the mantelpiece and exam- 
ined a beautiful landscape that was framed in the 
paneling. 

Without turning round he said in his measured, 
slightly sarcastic voice, "I feel very much as if I 
ought not to be here. This is a beautiful picture, isn't 
it?" 

"Peter," said Iris, standing close behind him, "let's 
tell him." 

He turned round abruptly and looked into her 
eyes. "You're ill," he said. "Are you fretting?" 
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She put her hand on his shoulder, and he noticed 
how white it was, and how blue the veins showed. 

"Peter," she said, "Fm much more ill than he 
knows. Somehow I feel I shan't get better." 

"Well " said he without moving. 

"Let me have Phyllis," she said in a pleading voice. 

"My dear, don't be foolish," said Welby, patting her 
hand. "You'll get well if you don't worry. We set- 
tled everything once; don't let's undo all we have 
done." 

"I nearly told him at Mentone. One night, when 
he'd been very dear to me, I thought I could tell him, 
and then he told me about a woman in the hotel who 
was deceiving her husband, and his face looked so 
hard while he was talking I didn't dare to speak. 
Peter, what would happen if I told him?" 

"You mean what would happen to you ?" 

She drew back from him and looked out of the 
window at the snow. "I'm afraid," she said, "I never 
thought of you." 

"Or Phyllis?" 

"What would happen?" she cried out "He might 
be angry, but it would soon be over." 

From Welby's easy, lounging attitude against the 
mantelpiece, it might have appeared that only the 
most ordinary conversation was taking place. 

"Iris," he said gently, "we should every one of us 
be made miserable. He might forgive you, but he'd 
never believe in you afterward. Toby is a single- 
minded man — narrow-minded, if you like. He has 
one idea about the world now, an idea that we all live 
with our heads in the heavens. Change that, and he'll 
(lye us blacker than we are. You know what he's 
like, Iris, everything is black or white to him, sun- 
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shine or shadow ; he's never learned that most of the 
world lives by compromise in the vague gray light of 
hope. You can't experiment on men like that. Fancy 
describing a Whistler etching to a primeval man !" 

He spoke lightly on purpose. He saw her quivering 
with tense feeling, ready to burst out at any moment 
with the inconsequent arguments of a woman of her 
nature. 

Her attitude of strained, rigid attention changed in 
a moment. She flung herself at his feet and began to 
implore him wildly, in extravagant terms, to let her 
tell her husband. 

"Peter," she cried, "I must tell him! I might die, 
and I dare not die without telling him. I want Phyl- 
lis. I want her love. You wouldn't understand, no 
man could, how it makes me feel that Fm her mother 
and I may not mother her. Fd give up everything to 
have her with me, always. Don't, don't look like that, 
Peter. I loved you once — ^you love me now ; give me 
PhylUs." 

A step sounded on the stairs ; Welby heard it, took 
no notice of it. Iris, with her eyes streaming with 
tears, knelt on the floor at his feet, all her self-control 
gone. 

"Only for a little while; it will only be for a little 
while!" she cried. "You owe it to me, Peter; you 
made me love you. Can't you see she's minel She's 
just like me ; she's my flesh and blood." 

Her hands shook, her body was convulsed with 
sobs, her breath came panting from her throat. She 
was like a mad woman in her hysterical outburst. 

The double doors were opened, and Toby entered 
the room. 

Iris shrank upon the floor at the sight of her hus- 
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band standing there. She beat the floor with her fists, 
and her voice was hoarse and choked with tears. 

"He won't let me have my child I" she cried. 

"What child?'' said Toby, his voice hard, his face 
white and set. 

"Phyllis, Phyllis, Phyllis I" she screamed. "Don't 
you know now? Can't you see now? Our child — 
Peter's and mine. She's mine. He loved me years 
ago. Oh, I hate you both!" 

Toby looked straight at Welby, who did not move, 
but stood there in his easy attitude, his face drawn, 
his lips half parted, but still with perfect control of 
himself, 

"Is this true ?" Toby's voice snapped out the words. 

"True, true, true!" Iris called to him. "Ask him. 
Ask Peter. Oh, my God, I'm sorry! I'm sorry> 
Toby!" 

"What are you sorry for?" 

"I ought to have told you years ago, when we met. 
I couldn't. I didn't dare. Oh! don't say any more. 
I'm ill. I want Phyllis, my baby." 

Even at that moment Toby did not know how much 
was true, how much hysteria on his wife's part 
The thought crossed his mind she had gone out of her 
senses, and was imagining that Phyllis was her child 
in some hallucination. 

Then she began to speak coldly, quickly. "We met 
before, when I was poor. He loved me." 

"Who loved you ?" said Toby sharply. 

"Peter loved me. I had a child. Can't you under- 
stand ?" Her voice arose at once to an angry shriek. 

"Is this true?" said Toby, looking directly at 
Welby. 

"It was my fault," said Welby. 
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For an instant Toby put his hands over his eyes. 
In that instant Iris fell to the ground in a dead faint 

Welby bent to raise her. 

"Leave her alone," said Toby in a voice leveled to 
a dull, passionate note. 

"What are you going to do?" said Welby, straight- 
ening himself. For a moment he thought Toby was 
going to hit him. 

"Go, you — ^you — you swine I" said Toby, taking a 
step forward. "Go ! Damn you !" 

He took his wife in his arms and carried her to the 
sofa, and then hesitated as if he did not know what 
to do next. 

"Undo her collar," said Welby. 

Toby turned to him with his face distorted with 
rage. He could not articulate; he could scarcely 
breathe. 

"Toby, old chap," said his friend, "I never meant 
to hurt you." 

He moved quietly toward the door, all his joy in 
life, it seemed, crushed out of him. 

At the door he turned, and found Tob/s eyes fixed 
on him so pathetically that he paused. 

Toby's voice, thick and broken, came to him al- 
most as if another man spoke. 

"Why did you do it? Why didn't you tell me? Go, 
for God's sake, go I" 

As Welby went down the stairs his hand found and 
gripped the rail, for he heard the awful sound of a 
man sobbing. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

THE PITIFUL STORY. 

The doctor had come and gone. He saw to it that 
Iris was comfortable in bed, gave her a draught that 
sent her to sleep, and then came down to Toby. He 
found him seated in his study in an attitude of despair. 

The doctor, Eustace Creed, had known Toby for 
years and felt he had a right to speak to him openly. 

"Look here, old chap," he said, "your wife's health 
is pretty bad and, what with this business coming on 
soon, and one thing and another, you can't aflford to 
let her have the least bit of worry." 

Toby turned a white set face to the doctor, and 
answered him grimly: "All right, Eustace, I'm not 
going to worry her." 

"I say, Toby, if there's any trouble — don't mind my 
saying this — ^just let it stand over for a bit. Can I 
help?" 

"No," said Toby. 

"Very well," Creed answered quietly. "Only, if I 
am to look after your wife, I insist that she has abso- 
lute quiet and no worry. Do you understand ?" 

"Perfectly." 

Creed put his hand on Toby's arm for an instant, 
then left the room quietly. 

252 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



EVERYBODY'S SECRET 253 

Toby sat in his chair staring vacantly at the wall 
opposite to him. His thoughts refused to flow, his 
mind was numbed by the pain of his discovery. His 
eyes had a heavy, leaden look; his mouth was tightly 
drawn down at the comers. He had eaten no lunch, 
and now that it was three o'clock he began to feel 
hungry. He lit a cigar, but put it down at once, find- 
ing it quite tasteless. Above all, he wondered what he 
ought to do next. There did not seem to be anything 
to do ; the world he knew was finished, done for ; the 
sun, moon, stars of his old life were blackened out. 
He had a feeling of being broken somewhere, as if he 
had been crumpled up in an accident. He began to 
think of his wife upstairs, and found he had no 
thoughts about her : she was just there ; it didn't mat- 
ter — ^he didn't care. 

They had all fooled him : that was the bitter part of 
it. His friend, the woman he loved — everybody hid 
the vile truth from him. He supposed Christine 
knew. "Well," he thought, "what if she did? It 
didn't matter. Nothing mattered." 

How he was ever again to take any interest in life 
he could not imagine; anyhow, he could go away. 
Thank Heaven, he wasn't a poor man. What an 
awful thing to be a poor man and not to be able to go 
away I 

So they had made a fool of him, had they? Well, 
what if they had ; he need never speak to any of them 
again. The pain doubled its force when, quite unwit- 
tingly, his mind traveled back to the days of his hon- 
eymoon. He ground his teeth when he remembered 
Iris had been lying to him half the time. Suddenly 
all the muscles in his body grew taut; he shook with 
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anger. A vivid picture came to him of Iris in Wel- 
by's arms. He panted with rage when he thought of 
Iris' kisses. She seemed like something indescribably 
foul. 

"Tricks — ^tricks — tricks," he said to himself; "she 
knew them all. Of course she knew them all." 

The world was black for him. He saw, as he 
thought, beneath the smiling masks of all his friends. 

"Christine," he thought, "she's like the rest. The 
stories were probably true. Every one had taken him 
in. But they would never take him in again: not 
they." He found a fierce pleasure in picking his 
friends to pieces. 

After a while he got up and opened the folding 
doors leading into his wife's boudoir. It smiled at 
him in all its tempting prettiness, as she had smiled. 
The room had her daintiness, her air of luxury. 

Toby came into the room and closed the doors be- 
hind him. It gave him a savage pleasure to look 
round the room on which he had spent so much care. 
"For the little liar," he thought. There was a faint 
smell of clover, and it filled his nostrils and drew a 
picture from his brain. 

The roaB, the goddess plunging down on a bicycle, 
the catastrophe — all came back clearly to him. The 
first time he had met her he had opened her dress to 
see if she was alive and had smelt that perfume of faint 
clover. An hour or so ago he had loosened the collar 
of her dress when she had fainted. The first and the 
last time he would ever hold her in his arms. Fate 
played fanciful tricks sometimes. 

As he stood in the middle of the room thinking, a 
servant entered with a note. Toby took the note, tore 
open the envelope, and read : — 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



EVERYBODY'S SECRET 255 

"I have very urgent and important things to tell 
you. Can I see you at once? I send this up to you 
so that you may be prepared for a shock. 

"Emily Pashen." 

"Who brought this?" said Toby. 

"Lady Pashen herself, sir. She is now in the morn- 
ing room." 

"Show Lady Pashen in here." 

He thought she had possibly lost all her money, or 
was in some such trouble. "Anything," he thought, 
"to take my mind off my present misery." 

Lady Pashen came into the room and gave it a 
quick glance of disapproval. It reflected the character 
of Iris very exactly. She admitted its beauty and dis- 
liked its taste. 

"How do you do?" said Toby stiffly. ^TDo sit down. 
Please tell me at once what your difficulty is. I hope 
I may be able to help you." 

Unconsciously he addressed her as if she were one 
of the applicants for his Charity. 

She sat down, a little disconcerted. Toby had al- 
ways appeared to her in the light of an amiable and 
rather foolish young man, and she foimd a stem man 
with an uncomfortable suggestion of strength about 
him. 

"Mine is a very terrible errand," she began. 

"Does it concern me, personally?" he asked. 

"You and your " She hesitated before saying 

"your wife." 

"Iris. Yes." 

"I find it difficult to commence," she said. 

"What have you got to say?" said Toby. 

"Have you perfect confidence in your wife?" 
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He walked over to the window before answering; 
turned, and walked back to the fireplace. 

"Have you anything to tell me ?" he asked. 

Lady Pashen turned red. She felt, suddenly, a little 
abashed at her errand. She had come on the very day 
of the Quarrenden's return to town. She had nursed 
her story until it had grown in her mind, like a 
fungus, poisoning what little humanity she had. 

"She has no right to your " She again hesi- 
tated before saying the word "love." And the word 
sounded cold on her lips. 

"That is for me to judge. Lady Pashen." 

"If you knew what I am trying to tell you," she 
said, "you would think differently. She is not a good 
woman." 

Toby sat down on a chair opposite to her, his eyes 
fixed on her face. 

"What do you mean by that ?" he asked. 

"It is a horrible story," she began, her voice trem- 
bling in spite of herself. "I thought it was only right 
you should know it. I felt I could not allow you to be 
deceived any longer, so I came to tell you myself. I 
have found out something about your wife — ^the 
worst thing." 

"I think you may speak plainly," Toby said, never 
moving, never taking his eyes from Lady Pashen's 
face for a minute. 

"Your wife was governess to my sister's child." 

"I am aware of that." 

Something in his voice made Lady Pashen go cold. 
She had waited for this moment so long, had re- 
hearsed it so often, that it surprised her to find her 
courage ebbing away. When she had first begun to 
make inquiries about Iris she had pictured her inter- 
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view with Toby : she as a good moral woman fighting 
the devil and all his works; Iris as a beaten, fallen 
woman ; Toby as a grateful husband ; and, at the back 
of her mind, heaven applauding at the victory of good 
over evil. 

True to her inward resolution she continued; this 
time she spoke more fluently. 

"When your wife was with my sister, my nephew 
Peter Welby was often there staying in the house. 
Your wife knew my nephew seven years ago." 

"Well?" said Toby. 

She might have known it was time to stop by the 
gleam in his eyes. 

"Perhaps she has told you of her intimacy with my 
nephew." She accentuated the word "intimacy," and 
watched the effect on Toby. Apparently it had none. 

"They were, what is called, in love with each other, 
deeply in love. Has she told you that?" 

"I want to hear what you have to say. Lady 
Pashen." 

"Has she told you," she said, leaning forward and 
meeting his eyes, "that she left my sister suddenly, 
mysteriously, aided by my nephew? Has she told 
you that they went and hid themselves in a village and 
lived as man and wife?" 

"Well?" said Toby, a note of rising anger in his 
voice. She mistook its cause. 

"There was a child," she said. "They parted after 
a time. The child was sent away. Your wife went 
abroad. Your wife !" She leaned still more forward, 
a fury of temper in her voice. "Is she worthy of the 
name ?" 

"You found this out by accident ?" 

"No," she cried. "I am a good woman, by the 
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grace of God. I learned at first by an accident that 
she had deceived you. I took weeks to go to the bot- 
tom of it, spent days in searching for her record, and 
in the end God rewarded me: I found out every- 
thing." 

"And why?" he asked. 

His caknness made her a little frightened of what 
she had done, but still she went on. "If you found 
a good man being deceived, would you not do your 
best to open his eyes? Do you think I could see you 
living a lie with a woman of that sort? I am not up- 
holding my nephew, but any one can see she must 
have got hold of him, as she got hold of you, for 
money. But you were not so worldly — ^you married 
her. It was my duty to tell you. It has not been 
easy, Mr. Quarrenden." 

She drew a deep breath and sat back in her chair. 
Her mind already heard the plaudits of heaven. 

"Have you anything else to tell me?" he said in a 
level voice. 

"Is not that enough? Ask her to tell you the rest." 

"Lady Pashen," said Toby, "she told me most of 
this — ^the important facts — about four hours ago." 

Lady Pashen gave a gasp and sat upright 

"What have you done with her?" 

"My wife," said he slowly, "is in bed, overhead, 
asleep." 

"She is to remain in your house?" she cried, 
amazed. 

Toby rose and stood towering over her. 

"You call yourself a Christian woman," he said, and 
she shrank from the look in his eyes, "and you advise 
this? You meddle in my life and hers, spying out 
all the dirt and evil your miserable mind can grasp. 
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I ask you to leave my house now and never enter it, 
or any other house of mine, again." 

Cowed, whimpering, protesting, she shrank to the 
door, downstairs, and so into the world the God she 
worshiped loved, forgave, and died to save. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CHAPTER XXXL 

THE NEW WORLD. 

At the end of February Toby made up his mind he 
could bear the strain of the situation no longer. He 
was sick and ill both in body and soul. All round 
him, it seemed, the world teemed with little under- 
hand sins. He saw, with his newly opened eyes, the 
characters of his friends laid bare and horrible. Every- 
where was a mine of plots and counterplots ; this per- 
son appearing one thing to that person, and changing 
his face to suit a third person. He felt himself to be 
surrounded by intrigues, shams, deceits; suffocated 
by whispering voices in his ears mocking at his old 
singleness of heart. He regarded every one with sus- 
picion, thinking that, if he really knew them, he 
would find a pleasant exterior cloaking a life of mean- 
ness or depravity. The air he breathed was poisoned 
by the suggestions in his mind, fight as he might to 
regain his old courage and clear outlook. 

Since the day when he had surprised Welby and 
Iris and had learned their secret, he had avoided all 
his friends carefully, and had plunged himself into the 
work of his estate and fhe Charity with a vigor that 
surprised his clerks and stewards. They came to find 
him unjust and bitter, and talked among themselves, 
trying to probe the cause of his caustic humor. 

260 
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From having been a creature of romance, chivalry, 
and tenderness, he became a realist of a most intense 
kind, seeing in tears nothing but weakness, in love 
nothing but passion, in religion nothing but a cow- 
ardly refuge. His world had suddenly peeled oflF a 
mask on which the features showed sympathy, love, 
and hope, discovering to him a cold, hard face of 
greed, struggle, and brutality. His heart cried out 
in pain, but he steeled himself against such cries and 
set himself to brave out his new-found acrid task of 
life. He became morbid and silent, exacting to the 
men under him, and curtly civil to his acquaintances. 

To his wife he maintained a contemptuous kindness 
whenever he saw her, which was as seldom as possible. 
No word of what had occurred passed between them 
until, one day when she was sitting in her room, 
wrapped in shawls, a thin, weak invalid, she touched 
his hand in a frightened way and then nearly cried 
because he did not withdraw it. 

"Toby," she said, "will you ever forgave me?" 

He took her hand and pressed it. She had to bite 
her lips to keep the tears back. It was the first token 
of aflfection he had shown her for three weeks. 

"I don't want to talk about it," he said, looking 
away from her. "But I don't think you know what 
you have done." 

She was weak, and the tears flowed over. She bent 
down and kissed his hand, and he felt her tears on it. 

"There, don't cry," he said. "It's all over, and it's 
better so, after all. I know now that I've been a fool 
all my life, believing in people, letting them swindle 
me. Now I know better." 

'TDon't," she said. "Don't. I can't bear it." 

And then a sudden wave of pity for her came over 
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him. He knelt down by her chair and looked into her 
face wonderingly. 

"Never mind, Iris," he said. "Time will cure every- 
thing. You mustn't mind me. I'm ill, sick with 
worry, but I'm finding my level. It isn't your fault; 
it's the fault of this cursed world." 

She looked at him so pathetically with eyes that 
begged for a little love, a little hope, that he felt tears 
come into his own. Her hair was dressed back frcxn 
her forehead, very straight and simply. All the youth 
bad gone from her face; there were purple shadows 
under her eyes, and a droop at the comers of her 
mouth. 

Toby, looking at her, seeing her so ill and tired, felt 
m<H'e deeply for her than he had ever done in his life. 

"We'll go on swnehow, old girl," he said, and his 
voice broke, and he put his hand on the arm of her 
chair and choked down his tears. 

Iris laid her hand on his head, and a gleam of great 
love shone in her eyes. For the first time the depths 
of her nature were touched to the quick. She felt she 
had lived all her life for this moment ; she felt a new 
tenderness, a new kind of love well up in her heart, 
as if she were this man's mother and the mother of all 
men. In a sort of spiritual ecstasy she began, for the 
first time in her life, to pray fervently, silently, that 
God would protect this man and heal him, and that 
she might pass out of his life and leave him to be 
taken care of by a better woman ; for in that moment 
she knew Christine was the woman for Toby; and she 
knew, also, that she was going to die. Even as she 
thought this she felt the new life stir in her, and her 
heart gave a leap of joy. 

For twenty minutes they remained silent, shut out 
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from the world, making their voyage together in a 
new world where new hopes belonged. 

Toby stood up and walked to the open window. In 
the window box a Ime of yellow crocuses flamed in 
the sun, like torches heralding the procession of 
spring. The street was very quiet, and across the sky 
little white clouds floated peacefully. 

"Toby," said Iris, "I want you to go away for a 
time, until our baby is bom. I want you to do this. 
Will you?" 

The suggestion fitted so exactly with Toby's 
thoughts that he felt as if she had read his mind. 

"I must stop with you," he said. 

She read him easily. She knew his feeling for her, 
his love for her had gone ; he felt a deep pity for her, 
perhaps, as if she were some one not really connected 
with his life. In the storm through which he had 
passed she had been swept away, and he saw her 
now from a distance and was sorry for her apart from 
himself. Her heart went out to him in his trouble: 
her own troubles seemed so far away, so small, before 
the clear vision she had of death. 

"Toby," she said, in her gentle, pleading voice, "go 
to the mountains; you need a change. I shall be all 
right." 

He wished he had the desire to take her in his arms 
and kiss away her sad expression, but his heart was 
numb. Even now he felt that bitter sting, his loss of 
faith: all he had held most essential to his life had 
been swept away, and, in return, he had nothing but 
an angry sorrow for the world and a pity for her, a 
child of that world. 

He felt a stranger to this room he had prepared for 
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her, a stranger to the woman who sat looking so wan 
and ill in it. 

"Are you sure you would rather I went?" he said. 

Oh! she was brave. She longed for him, she hun- 
gered for him, and yet she managed to smile and bid 
him go away and leave her. 

They were nervous together, like two people who 
had, on a sudden, come face to face for the first time 
and had read deeply of each other's hearts and found 
a strange, cold land there. There were pauses, long 
pauses, in their talk, as if they spoke a foreign tongue 
and found it difficult She asked him to come nearer 
to her : she wanted to touch his arm as she spoke. He 
came and stood beside her, wondering inwardly how 
they had ever lived together being so different, so ab- 
solutely tmlike in every feeling. 

"Listen to me, just once," she said, holding his 
sleeve. "I'd give my life to make you happy again. 
I will do anything afterward, but now I want you to 
go away to some place where you can forget me and 
all about me for a time, some place where you have 
been happy before. What I did I did unthinkingly, I 
wanted your love so much; he wanted to keep your 
friendship. Ahl don't draw away, Toby dear; try to 
understand. Then, when we were brought together 
again and I saw Phyllis, everything came back. I 
was afraid to tell you : you were so different to other 
men. I have gone out of your life, I know, but I am 
going to make what amends I can." 

He was moved, touched even, but it made no dif- 
ference to him. The rose-colored glasses had fallen 
from his eyes : he saw things in a new, cold light, the 
dawn light of a gray day. 

"I don't want to excuse myself," she said. "You 
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wouldn't understand me if I told you what I was like 
in — in those days. You'll go away, won't you, Toby 
dear?" 

"If you like," he said, for he felt he could not bear 
to stay near her now. In spite of his pity for her 
there was an underlying feeling of vague distrust ! 

"The doctor said you were not to be worried, Iris," 
he said. 

She caught at this eagerly. "Then you will go. It 
worries me to see you here, so apart from me, so dis- 
contented with your life. Go soon. Go to-morrow: 
can you?" 

She thought possibly he might forgive her when he 
came back to find her dead, and give the love he used 
to feel for her to their child. She longed to be for- 
given, and felt that only in this way could she die in 
peace. 

"I have put everything straight," he said. "I could 
go down to Salcombe to-night to finish what there is, 
and clear oflF to-morrow night to Pierrefitte. Are you 
quite certain that is what you would like best?" 

The very idea of having him by her when the baby 
was bom distressed her. If he had loved her it would 
have been her dearest wish, but as it was, knowing 
his true feeling, she could not bear the thought of him 
in the house. 

"You'll go," she said. "To-night. Yes, dear. I 
want nothing better. Come back when you want to; 
don't worry about me. Good-by, Toby!" 

He felt he was dismissed. He knew it was better 
so — perhaps he would feel differently after a time: 
he hoped so. 

"You want me to go now ?" he asked. 

She nodded. "Yes," she said. "This is good-by." 
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ToKy st&od looking at her for a moment. Then he 
turned and went slowly toward the door. Halfway 
across the room he paused and turned back. Iris sat 
watching his every movement, feeling as if her heart 
would break* 

"I'm afraid I'm an awful brute," said he. 

She smiled at him and said, ''Good-byl Ifs better 
like this, dear." 

Still he hesitated. 

Then she took courage and held out her arms. 

"I say," said Toby, after he had kissed her gently, 
"I won't go." 

"Good-by, my dear, my dearest I" she said, pushing 
him away from her. 

When the door was closed she sat staring at it, 
dumb with pain. 

She knew she had seen him for the last time. . 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

ROMANCE AND REAUTV. 

After the first flush of youth is over, a man begins 
to discover for himself some form of drug by means 
of which he can retire into a forgetfubiess of reality. 
The wiser among men occupy themselves with a gar- 
den, and in time identify themselves with the seasons 
like the plants and flowers they learn to love. Many 
a man gets a spurious but valuable sense of youth by 
living opposite a fruit tree. In the winter he follows 
the architecture of his tree, watching its limbs painted 
in various colors against the sky, dreaming of the buds 
which shall appear, of the leaves which shall clothe it, 
the blossoms which shall make it a wonder of beauty, 
the fruit it shall bear. The fruit is like the children of 
his mind, ripe before they are bom. As winter passes 
and the light lasts longer, he sees his tree, limbs, and 
stem drawn in deep violet against primrose skies, and 
knows the morning is at hand when the faint tinge of 
purple bud will show, and he gains hope because the 
spring is near. Such a man, and there are an almost 
unconscious host, will grow in hope as his tree grows, 
will pass some of his personality into the tree as the 
tree passes its personality into him. Even if he lead a 
life of storm and stress, and be beaten down in love 
or labor, still he feasts his mind on the tree of his 
heart, and at the greatest moments of his despair will 
look out of the window and behold his tree broken 
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into the happy laughter of blossom, and will be com- 
forted by it, soothed by the sight as well as if Nature 
had spoken to him in so many words. Though all the 
world may frown there are still snowdrops, bluebells, . 
and primroses in the woods ; there are still wild cherry 
trees in the lanes, still wild roses wet with dew arch- 
ing toward the sky, and the Pageant of Summer to 
trail glory over a world where failure so often is a 
signal of success. 

There is an interval of seeming chaos between the 
awakening from the delicious dreams of youth and the 
eider-down philosophy of placid acceptance of defeat 

The man of strength is built by little victories, hard 
won and dearly bought. He treads the field of battle 
so proudly at first and does not see the trail of the 
wounded in the grass. The young man is always iso- 
lated, proud of his lack of scars, rebellious of laws he 
does not understand. He crushes the flowers about 
his feet, unfurls the banner of his opinions, and shouts 
his war-cry to the stars. In the flush of the moment 
he feels he is King of the World. Defeat after defeat 
comes to him, leaves him first angry, then puzzled, 
then broken with his face pressed against the earth to 
hide his burning tears. Then there comes to him, as 
he lies there, the sweet smell of low-growing flowers ; 
he raises his head and sees the little things about him 
— feathery grass, the clustered heads of clover, pim- 
pernel, tiny trefoil, and a myriad insects important at 
their work. He hears the quiet song of Nature all 
around him: a grasshopper chirps, a bee goes boom- 
ing by, a rising lark shakes song into the sky. And as 
the healing grows, he lives again; his heart grows 
large with understanding; he joins the company of 
wounded men and women with smiling faces, and 
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finds that he is smiling, too. He learns to forgive 
everybody except himself. 

To such a pass had Toby Quarrenden come in his 
affairs, that all sense of proportion was blotted out. 
He was a man conquered by Fate, blinded by his 
personal grief, seeing the world round him with eyes 
jaundiced by distrust. If Iris was deceitful, who then 
did not deceive? Beaten, bruised, and made bitter by 
this revelation, he buried all hope and refused to see a 
particle of good in his fellow creatures. 

Of Welby he thought as little as he could. The 
throne on which he had placed him was torn down 
and scattered to the winds; the high ideal of friend- 
ship he had cherished was shattered and gone. Noth- 
ing was left to him, and he felt this so much that he 
did not dare to risk an interview with Christine or 
even Patricia Dumblederry, as he dreaded lest he 
should find himself loathing them also. 

One friend only had he to whom he felt he could 
go without disillusion. Charles Griffin was too remofe 
from the world, so Toby thought, to be tainted by the 
rottenness he found in every other soul he had cared 
for. The very thought of Charles Griffin gave him 
comfort. That stout, comfortable man still sat throned 
in his mind as one who reviewed men and things im- 
partially through a cloud of smoke ; a sort of tobacco 
saint whose emblems were a paunch and a pipe. A 
halo of Gold Leaf Honey Dew floated round his 
image. His chapel was garnished with the spoil of a 
comfortable life : jugs and brasses, books and pictures, 
all touched by his calm serenity. Did the skies fall 
and the earth quake Charles Griffin would be found 
quietly seated on the ruins smoking a pipe. 

Sure enough, when he marched into the little house 
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down by the beech, there was Charles GriflSn puffing 
away, seated at his desk entering his chickens' morn- 
ing lay in his egg book. 

"Sit down," said Griffin without rising. "BuflF 
Orpingtons, six. Danish Cross, three. It's been cold. 
How are you ?" 

"All right," said Toby. 

Charles Griffin glanced at him and said nothing. 
He heard the new note in Toby's voice, saw the stem, 
miserable look on his face. He pushed the tobacco 
jar across to Toby, took his whistie from his pocket, 
and when his housekeeper appeared he handed her 
the cellar key. 

"A bottle of the Madeira from the far end under the 
Burgundy. Mind you, don't shake it." 

"Not for me, thanks," said Toby. 

Charles Griffin delivered himself of a stow, solemn 
wink. 

Toby filled his pipe and was reaching for the 
matches when his friend stopped his hand. 

"After the wine," he said. 

The Madeira was uncorked with a great solemnity. 
The bottle was examined with loving care, the cork 
underwent the scrutiny of a connoisseur, and when the 
golden wine had been poured into an old decanter. 
Griffin held it up to the light with the air of one invit- 
ing the gods to witness that he invoked their blessing. 

After the first sip Griffin nodded his head sagely. 
"Bouquet," he said. "Body. Wonderful wine !" 

As Toby drank his glass of wine he felt strangely 
comforted by the peace of the place. Everything was 
the same, just as he had known it as a boy. Grifibf 
was a little older, the peace more assured, but the 
room twinkled with hundreds of happy memories. 
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This room appeared to be as far removed from the 
world as any hermitage or monastic cell. Toby felt 
its peace and calm had never been disturbed or ruffled 
by such a tragedy as now tore at his heart. 

They finished the bottle in silence, a companionable 
silence of which Griffin was a master. Soon coils of 
smoke began to hang about the room. 

"And your wife?" asked Griffin. 

Toby took his pipe from his mouth, frowned, and 
said: "I'm crossing the Channel to-night — going to 
Pierrefitte to see if the snow is at all fit. I want a 
change." 

Charles Griffin took a fresh pipe, blew down the 
stem, then, turning his back to Toby, he reached for a 
feather in a jar behind him. 

"I thought your wife was laid up," he said, care- 
fully cleaning his pipe. 

"I don't think you would understand if I told you 
the whole story," said Toby. 

"The whole story," said Griffin, blowing down the 
clean pipe stem. 

"It's fairly sordid," said Toby. 

"A good many things look sordid and black if you 
look at them the wrong way." 

"There's no wrong way about this," Toby replied 
bitterly. 

"There's a wrong way about everything," Griffin 
answered. 

"Well, to put the facts of the case bluntly," said 
Toby, "Welby knew Iris some years ago. They had 
a cWld. I've only just found out." 

Griffin lit his pipe and watched the first curl of 
smoke lazily. He said not a word. 
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"They lied to me, both of them," said Toby, with 
an angry quiver in his voice. 

"Well?" 

"Isn't that enough ? Good Lord, man, don't you see 
what I'm suffering?" 

"Others have suffered," said Griffin. 

"That doesn't help me." 

"It doesn't," said Griffin. "But it shows you you 
are not alone." 

"Is that any comfort?" said Toby, gripping the 
arms of his chair. 

"The woman I have loved all my life is still living," 
said Griffin in a very quiet voice. 

"You?" said Toby. Somehow it seemed impossible 
that love had touched Charles Griffin with its bitter- 
sweet arrow. 

"Living, and unmarried," said Griffin. 

"Why?" Toby could not help a burst of astonish- 
ment. 

"She discovered that I was no saint in my youth," 
he said with a faint smile. "And, as we were both 
young and both very confident at the time, we parted." 

"This is very different," said Toby. "Can't you 
see it is? I'm going to see it through, of course, but 
at present I'm sick of everything." 

"Of course," said Griffin. 

"I've had foolish, absurd notions of the virtue of 
women," said Toby hotly. "I've been an arrant fool, 
and now I'm suffering for my folly." 

"The world does not live on heroics." 

"I know that — now," said Toby. "I know the kind 
of trusting idiot I've been. That's all over. I'm go- 
ing away for a bit. She asked me to go." 
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Griffin's eyebrows went up. He puffed out a great 
volume of smoke. 

"I may feel I can behave decently when I come 
back," said Toby. "J^st at present I loathe every- 
body. I'm not accustomed to see everybody as liars, 
or used to guarding myself against all the rotten in- 
trigue and deceit going on round me. I'm better 
away. Don't you think so, Griffin?" 

"You have looked at it from her side, of course?" 
said Griffin. 

"She has no side," cried Toby angrily. "She and 
Welby — ^well, why the devil didn't he marry her? 
Any decent man would have done that instead of 
sneaking away. The whole thing is disgusting. The 
child he pretended to adopt is his own child — her 
child." 

Charles Griffin began to stroke his chin medita- 
tively. He was deeply sorry for Toby, and realized 
how bitter he was feeling. He saw in a moment how 
everything had happened, and wondered if Toby 
would ever tmderstand what he was about to say. 

"My dear fellow," he began, "go away, by all 
means. I'm inclined to think it is the best thing you 
can do at the moment. But let me say this, and don't 
be annoyed with me for saying it, have you looked at 
the situation in a broad light ? There is nothing under 
the sun that is unforgivable. Tour friend and your 
wife met some years ago, you say; she was pretty, 
lovely, perhaps; he was a yoimg man, as I was once. 
He made love to her to pass the time ; the love grew 
too strong for both of them. They were thrown to- 
gether so that they were in constant danger. Mind 
you, I am only supposing, but I think I can guess. 
Men are apt to forget women are human, but they are 
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generally glad to find they are when they grow old 
enough to appreciate humanity. The moment their 
passion was over they became cold. The gentler mo- 
ments and motives were blotted out in the hard facts. 
Passion, Toby, is such a thing apart from the every- 
day existence that it sometimes whirls people over un- 
aware and leaves them panting and gasping and un- 
done, but, mind you, practically untouched besides. The 
years pass and the woman meets another man — ^the 
man she loves with all her nature. She does not for- 
get, but she is so purified by her love that she forgives 
herself. Her heart is not really soiled, Toby. If you 
had been a different man she would have told you, but, 
as it was, you would not have understood." 

He finished speaking, relit his pipe and looked at 
Toby with a great affection. He knew just what 
Toby was feeling. 

"I see you do not understand," said Toby. 

There was a faint suspicion of a smile on Griflto's 
face for one moment, but Toby did not see it. 

"I trusted her so." There was a heart-broken sound 

in Toby's voice. "I thought Good God! what 

does it matter what I thought? I've looked up to 
women all my life. Griffin, as creatures above all our 
beastliness: I mean, it's horrible to think of now — 
mothers of children, and all that, just moved by their 
physical longings. Then the deceit afterward; it was 
so unnecessary. Why didn't they tell me? However 
— what's the use? I've got to bear my own trouHe, 
just like everybody else. I suppose the world is full of 
miserable swine like myself, who have come to see the 
wretched sordidness of it all. I can't help thinking of 
my money, too, and wondering if that made a diffcr- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



EVERYBODrS SECRET 275 

ence to her. Anyhow, she won't suffer in that way; 
I'm doing all I can. Griffin, in a way, I'm sorry for 
her; she is weak and ill, and she's going to have the 
devil of a time directly, but I can't face her just now 
— or any one else. That's why I'm going away." 

"Welby?" asked Griffin. 

"Welby can go to hell," said Toby savagely. "If 

it hadn't been for Welby I'd like to break the 

chap's neck — the brute I" 

"Christine Macaire?" said Griffin. 

"The whole pack of them can go to blazes. I don't 
care if I never see a soul I know again. I don't mean 
you, Griffin. You're the only soul I've spoken to 
about this. I'm dead sick of the others — dead sick of 
them. Don't worry about me; I shall be better when 
I've had a rest. I shall do everything all right, with- 
out any more fuss. I'm only tired of the whole 
worid." 

"Come out and see my crocuses," said Griffin, ris- 
ing from his chair. 

Toby looked at him curiously; the remark was so 
sudden. 

They pottered about in the garden for half an hour 
talking quietly of other things. Then Toby held out 
his hand. 

"I must be off," he said. "Thanks so much. Grif- 
fin. I'm very grateful ; but you know, don't you ?" 

"I want some bulbs of that little white single daffo- 
dil from the Pyrenees," said Griffin. 

"Right. I'll get them for you." 

"Close the gate," said Griffin, as Toby walked down 
the path. 

He had said "Qose the gate" to him for twenty- 
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five years, and Toby always forgot. To-day he re- 
membered, and the gate clicked behind him. 

"Changing," said Griffin, as he watched Toby out of 
sight. 

Then he went indoors and felt very old. 
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PART V. 

CHAPTER XXXIII. 
I. 

SIXES AND SEVENS. 

Christine lay in bed with a pile of newspapers by 
her side. The bed, the floor, the breakfast tray on the 
table by the bed were littered with press cuttings, tele- 
grams, and notes. A large table at one end of the 
room was covered with flowers hastily placed in vases ; 
while on the floor by the table stood tall baskets of 
flowers, already drooping. 

Christine yawned comfortably as she heard the 
clock on the landing outside her door strike twelve. 

"It's a blessing to have no conscience about getting 
up," she said to herself. 

There was a knock on the door, and Christine said 
"Come in" lazily. 

Patricia Dumblederry, in a blue coat and skirt, came 
into the room, unwrapping the fur from her neck as 
she did so. 

She made a disapproving cluck with her mouth as 
she surveyed the litter. 

"Really, Christme!" 

"Don't be very virtuous and early momingish," said 
Christine, sitting up in bed. 
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"If you will go out to supper after a first nigfat,** 
said Patricia, beginning to tidy the litter. 

"I didn't pay," pleaded Christine. 

"You're paying now, you wicked child; you've got 
dark lines under your eyes, and you look as white as 
a ghost." 

"Quick, Pat, darling," said Christine, sitting up- 
right, "be a dear and hand me my glass." 

She examined her face closely in the hand-glass 
Patricia passed to her, and, after a lengthy perusal 
of her features, she said : 

"Pat, do you know, I think I look rather nice." 

Patricia took the glass away from her, and, stand- 
ing with it in her hand, she looked severely at Chris- 
tine. 

"Now listen to me," she said. "You had an ap- 
pointment at eleven o'clock ; you had another appoint- 
ment at a quarter to twelve. You promised to see 
little Madge Fairfax at a quarter past twelve ; and you 
have a rehearsal at two. And you aren't up yet." 

"Pat," said Christine, putting out a hand and 
making a mock penitent face, "I want to whisper to 
you." 

Patricia leaned over the bed, and Christine drew her 
face down close to her own. 

"Crosspatch I" she whispered in her ear. 

Patricia kissed her, smiling tenderly. "Anyhow," 
she said, "I insist on you getting up now." 

"News, tell me news," said Christine. "Was I good 
last night? — just between you and me, was I good?" 

"Read the papers," said Patricia, hard at work 
again reducing the room to some sort of order. 

"I want to hear what you have to say, Pat, dear." 

"As I told you last night," said Patricia severely. 
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"first act — splendid. In the second act, at the begin- 
ning, where you throw yourself on the floor before 
the picture, I couldn't hear a word you said." 

"ril alter that." 

"In the third act — wonderful. Fve never seen you 
better, as I told you, but I think you might make 
more of the business with the faded flowers ; it's very 
beautiful, but not quite strong enough." 

Christine drew up her legs and sat with her hands 
clasped roimd her knees. She listened attentively, 
sinking the woman in the artist. 

"They'll come and see me in it, I think," she said. 
"People cried and laughed, too. It's a very beautiful 
play, Pat, darling. Ohl my goodness, I asked Mil- 
vaine to lunch!" 

"I've ordered a very good lunch," said Patricia. 
"The author certainly deserves it. Now, up you get !" 

"One more minute," said Christine coaxingly. 
"Now, more news. You've been out." 

Patricia was unwiring the flowers; she could not 
bear to see them stiffened with wire, and always freed 
them as soon as she could. Her back was turned to 
Christine. 

"Toby has gone away," she said, bending over a 
basket of lilac. 

"Gone away!" said Christine. 

"Yes," said Patricia. "I went round to see Iris this 
morning — I took her some roses, — and the butler told 
me Toby had gone off to the Pyrenees." 

"Pat!" cried Christine. 

"Tell me the whole story," said Patricia, sitting 
down on the side of the bed; "I saw at once from 
Iris' manner that there was some great trouble. She 
was very calm, poor child ! Of course, he ought never 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



28o EVERYBODY'S SECRET 

to have left her in this condition," she said indig- 
nantly. "It's disgraceful." 

In a few words Christine told her all she knew. 
She had been very loyal to Welby and Iris, never 
even having hinted to Patricia that she knew anything 
of their story. 

When Christine had finished Patricia stood up and 
said in her most decisive voice : "Then, of course, we 
must look after her. I'm going to stay with her, 
Christine; you mustn't mind. Kate will see to your 
meals, and Marie will take care that you keep at least 
half your appointments. Dear me! what a fool that 
man is, going off just when a little sense might have 
put everything right!" 

A motor-car drove up and stopped at the house. 
They could hear it snorting outside. 

"Milvaine!" cried Christine. "And I haven't even 
had my bath !" 

"It isn't Milvaine," said Patricia, looking out of the 
window. "It's Peterbob." 

Christine leaped out of bed. "Pat, darling, go and 
talk to him. Tell him I shan't be a minute. Honestly, 
I shan't be half an hour. Marie can dress me quite 
quickly when she wants to. I'll come to him. Oh! 
and Pat, telephone — do, to Milvaine, and say lunch is 
at half-past one and the rehearsal at half-past two. 

Poor Iris ! Oh, is that you, Marie? Is my bath 

ready? I must be dressed in half an hour. Have my 
new curls come? They have? Thank goodness. Pat, 
tell him I've told you." 

Patricia went downstairs as Christine fled into the 
bathroom. 

Welby was waiting in the drawing-room, pacing up 
and down. His face fell as Patricia entered. 
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"Is she too busy?" he asked abruptly. "It's a shame 
to worry her after her first night A great success, I 
hear." 

"Magnificent !" said Patricia. "Peterbob, she's com- 
ing directly, but I know why you have come." 

"Just for a word or two with Christine," said he 
carelessly. 

"She's told me all about it," said Patricia. 

Welby stopped dead still. "All about what?" he 
asked. 

"Iris and you," said Patricia. "I saw Iris this morn- 
mg. 

"Thank God for that," said Welby eagerly. "I'm 
glad Christine's told you. I only learned this morn- 
ing that Toby has deserted her." 

"He has not deserted her," said she. "Iris begged 
him to go. I think, now I understand, that she was 
perfectly right." 

"The whole thing is a ghastly muddle," said he. 
"We are all trying to do the right thing, and every 
one of us is making a hash of it. I don't know what 
to do." 

"How did you hear Toby had gone?" 

"My man is engaged — or whatever servants call it 
— to Iris' maid — he is always engaged to the maids 
who stop in my house, makes his pleasure mine. He'd 
seen her yesterday, and this morning, as he was shav- 
ing me, he mentioned he had heard that 'Mr. Quar- 
renden is in France, sir.' I started so that — ^well, you 
see the result by the piece of plaster." He laughed 
nervously, trying to appear at his ease. 

"I'll go and hurry Christine," said Patricia. "You 
wait here, Peterbob, and I'll send you something that 
will do you good." 
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"Oh I don't you worry about mc," said Welby. 
"It's Iris Fm worried about — and poor old Toby. I 
say, Patricia, don't you think we did the right thing ?^ 

She thought for a moment. "When I think of Toby 
as he is," she said slowly, "yes. But it's a pity." 

Welby made a gesture of despair. Even the bitter 
trouble he was in did not take away from the curious 
impression he gave of being a well-dressed cynic 
No man ever looked less tragic than Peterbob Welby, 
or felt more deeply under a regular tomb of surfaicc 
manner. This morning he was perfectly dressed, with 
a flower in his buttonhole, his eyeglass in his eye, as 
if the latest amusing scandal would drop from his lips 
in a minute, yet all the while his heart was overflow* 
ing and his mind torn in two. 

Patricia left him, and five minutes later a maid 
brought in a wine glass on a tray. 

"I was to bring this to you, sir. Mrs. DumUe- 
derry says will you please drink it at once." 

Welby took the glass, sniffed at its contents, said 
"Bless you, Patricia," when the door was closed, and 
drank off the excellent cocktail. He was very highly 
strung, and the drink did him good. 

Not long afterward Christine came into the room. 
She greeted Welby warmly, and called to him to ad- 
mire the speed with which she had dressed. ^Just 
half an hour," she said. 

"Christine," he said, "what on earth am I to do?" 

"We can only wait," she said, putting her hands on 
bis shoulders. 'It's a poor game, Peterbob, dear, but 
there it is. Pat's going to stay with Iris." 

"She's a fine woman." 

"She is that— our Irish angel with the cross face. 
Pat will let you know every day how Iris is getting 
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on. ni come in and cheer you up and play with Phyl- 
Us." 

"With all your work ?" said Welby. "Trouble seems 
to scour both your halos." 

"It would be a pretty bad kind of woman who 
wouldn't look after Iris at such a time — ^and you, too, 
Peterbob." 

"Can I see her again — ever?" 

"Talk of to-day," said Christine; "to-morrow is 
God's property — ^so the Irish say. You certainly can't 
see her yet, but if there's any danger " 

"Is there any ?" he asked quickly. 

"One never knows," said Christine lightly, but she 
did know in this case. Patricia had seen Iris' doctor. 

"Fm to live on your reports ?" said Welby. 

"For the present, yes. I'm thinking that Toby may 
come back cured from the mountains." 

"Cured of what?" he asked. 

"Of looking at the world through the wrong end of 
a telescope when it all looks smiling and beautiful, and 
you can't see the dirt and distress, and the misery 
caused by — ^by the Tobies of this world." 

"Poor old Toby!" he said. 

"Poor us, Peterbob, who are judged by his impos- 
sible standards, who turn out to be mere feeble fel- 
low creatures, struggling along in the mud. The 
thrones he makes for us are chilly places to live on, 
Peterbob, aren't they? We need our comfortable little 
sins to keep us warm." 

"Why sins, Christine?" 

"Well— our little stray comers, our frayed edges. 
Much as I love the darling, I sometimes shiver imder 
his virginal eye." 
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Welby looked at his watch. "I must go," he said 
"I know youVe heaps to do." 

"Peterbob," she said, looking at him with her win- 
ning smile, "this is a woman's business ; you must let 
us run it as we can. Don't worry, dear man, you 
shall hear every day. It is no use discussing the rest 
of the situation till this is smoothed out." 

"Bless you," he said, taking her hands. I'm more 
grateful than I can tell you. I came here to talk, and 
I find you've understood everything without my speak- 
mg. 

"Good-by," she said ; then a mischievous smile crept 
over her face. "There's a celebrated author cooling 
his fevered brow downstairs. There, now — am I a 
true friend?" 

"You are everything a man could wish for," said he. 

"All but the right man " she said. "Till to- 
morrow, then." 

Toby Quarrenden arrived at G^dre in due course, 
and found the village nearly snowed up. The valleys 
of Heas and Campbieil were deep in snow, the road 
to Gavamie only practicable to skis or snow-shoes. 
As he had come up into the mountains he had left the 
spring behind him, the last place to show signs of it 
being Saint Sauveur, though below, on the plains, 
daffodils were blooming. 

The proprietor of the Hotel de France at GMre, 
though astonished to see Toby at that time of year, 
gave him good welcome atld did all he could to make 
him comfortable. 

Toby was soothed by the presence of the moun- 
tains, old silent comrades of his. He sat outside the 
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hotel day after day, exchanging a few words with 
Monsieur Jupon or his wife, smoking, and reading the 
small store of books his man had packed. 

Although his mind dwelt on Iris he began to think 
more kindly of her after a time, and to see a glimmer 
of hope for their lives together in the future. 

Monsieur Jupon was surprised to find Toby so glum 
and morose, and talked far into the night with his 
spouse on the subject. 

"Mon Dieu," said Madame Jupon between the 
sheets, "it is love, of course." 

'TTou women," said her husband, "think of nothing 
else." 

"Of what else is a woman to think, then?" said she, 
adjusting a curling pin. 

"Money, for example." 

"Ah, mon Dieu!" she cried, turning round in the 
bed, "money ! Does money, I ask you, make a man sit 
all day smoking a pipe, regarding nothing? He is in 
love, I tell you." 

"But he is married " said her husband. 

"May not the poor fellow be in love as well?" said 
she, laughing. "Go along, you — ^you know nothing." 

"I do not like to see him there," said he, sitting up 
in bed. "He and I have been many climbs together. 
He was gay, whistling, brave. Now, you can see for 
yourself, the spring is broken." 

"She will write to him, you will see." 

"You are so certain it is love," he replied. "Per- 
haps his wife is dead, or his child." 

"Tut! tut!" said she, pulling the bedclothes about 
her. "Allow a woman to know. He sighs ; he speaks 
to himself. He regards nothing that we can see, be- 
cause he looks through our mountains to her." 
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"Well, well," said her husband, "have it as you will, 
but, for me, I do not like it. He depresses me." 

"You men," she said — ^"pah ! you are all children. I 
shall find out." 

The next night Madame Jupon waited for her 
goodman to come to bed. She was bursting with her 
news. 

"Well?" said he, after he had mounted into the 
high bed, "you are full of news, it seems." 

She chudcled to herself, and bade him listen. 

"I said to Monsieur to-day, I said, 'Forgive an old 
woman, but. Monsieur Quarrenden, you are in trouMe.' 
He replied, *No, Madame Jupon, I am tired, that is 
all.* I said, *Ah, we women, Monsieur!' and, Pierre, 
he jumped — ouf — so!" — the good lady shook the bed 
— "so that he spilled his wine. I said to him, "Trust 
an old woman to know,' and he replied, *In this case 
you are mistaken, Madame, I am only very tired.' 
'Of the world. Monsieur?' said I. Then he sighed, 
and I sighed for him, poor fellow 1" 

"You are a knowing one," said her husband, ad- 
miringly. 

"Then," she went on, enjoying herself inmiensely, 
"I went and fetched him fresh wine, because he had 
spilled his glass, and then I asked his pardon and sat 
down by him. Presently he said, looking ever so far 
away — ^to her, *It is the devil — this world,' and I said. 
True, Monsieur, but it is not always winter.' " 

"Bravo!" said her husband. "That was clever. 'It 
is not always winter!' That is good, Annette." 

"Yes," she said, in mock hunrtlity, "I said that, and 
he looked up quickly and said, 'There is no spring for 
me.' Poor fellow!" 

"And then?" 
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"Then I left him, and I said to little Julie, 'Go, my 
child, and talk to the big Englishman,' and she went, 
and soon I heard him laughing." 

"Is it true?" said her husband. "I have not heard 
him laugh since he has been here." 

The wound was healing, though Toby did not real- 
ize it. The air of the mountains blew many of the 
cobwebs from his brain, but printed no fresh thoughts 
there. Sometimes he went to Gavarnie on his skis, 
and stood looking at the peaks around him, wreathed 
in mist. The whole expanse of the Cirque he knew 
as he knew none of his friends. He recognized its 
treachery, its dangerous secrets, its beauty. He knew 
these great limestone mountains almost by heart, and 
loved them with a true understanding. Had he not 
spent two days and nights in the shelter in the Breche 
de Roland? Did he not know each peak by name? 
The Sarradets, the Taillon, the Marbor6, all were his 
familiars. 

There was something in the manner of these people 
in the hotel that seemed to surround him with com- 
fortable understanding. The old woman's chatter 
pleased him, rested his chafing spirit. The child's in- 
nocence made him smile — even laugh sometimes; and 
the man's talk of old expeditions they had made to- 
gether, adventures they had been through, dangers 
they had faced, gave him a feeling of self-confidence. 

At home the clerks in the office noticed that the 
tone of Toby's letters grew less abrupt. On one or 
two occasions he passed some difficult cases for the 
Charity without hardness; and they were glad, for 
Toby held their affections more than he knew. 

He went down into the lower valley, and spent three 
days at Argeles amidst the awakening spring flowers. 
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The awful blackness that had g^ven him such vivid, 
ill-conceived pictures of his fellow-creatures, began to 
melt away like the mist on the mountains. 

One night Madame Jupon said to her husband, ""He 
will not stop long. His eyes are brighter." 

'That is our good air, and your good cooking," 
said he. 

She snapped her fingers at him, the hard, coarse 
fingers of a hand knotted and reddened by much hard 
labor; fingers that had slapped many a child and 
caressed many a baby. 

"Mon Dieul" she cried, "you men with your 
stomachs, and your airs and graces! A fine set of 
babies, the lot of you ! I cook well, yes ; but the bon 
Dieu is the cook this time. Monsieur Quarrenden has 
mended his aching heart, I tell you." 

"As you like," said her husband. 

"Oh, la, la !" said she, "trust a woman to know that 
sort of thing. Our bird will soon fly." 

The next morning Toby was surprised to find him- 
self whistling. 

"Ah!" said Madame Jupon, "the spring is coming, 
then?" 

Toby turned to her and laughed. "I believe you 
are a witch, Madame Jupon," he said. 

"Me? Oh, no. I am a woman, that is all." 

"That is enough for most of us," said he. 

She patted him familiarly on the back. "We do 
not think here" — she touched her forehead — ^"but 
here," she said, patting her ample bosom. 

"Is that your secret?" said he, smiling. 

"If you want to understand us," she said, vastly 
amused, "seek our reasons in the heart. We do not 
think — we feel. Men, Monsieur, make love ; we love. 
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There is the difference. And think, every one of you 
have lain here." Again she patted her breast. "La, 
la, the boys T have smacked over my knee! I have 
had six." 

"I have seen their photographs," said Toby. "Very 
fine young men." 

She winked at him. "Their pictures — ah, yes. Do 
you know, that is not how I see them. I see six little 
boys, all naked. Pouf ! I am a sentimental old woman. 
I must go to cook you an omelette. " She went away, 
laughing, to her kitchen. 

"We do not think— we feel," thought Toby. "If 
that is true?" 

He spent the remainder of the day puzzling over a 
new idea. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE SECRET OF THE RAINBOW. 

The sun came out and made the great expanse of 
snow dazzling to the eye. It warmed Toby, as he 
sat on a snow-covered bank eating his lunch. Where 
a torrent had broken its way tlirough the snow and 
was dashing over jagged rocks down to a seething 
pool, the sun made a beautiful rainbow in the spray. 

Toby looked at the rainbow, and the beauty of it 
and the symbolism of it suddenly penetrated his heart. 
Just as he had lit a match to put a Ught to his pipe, a 
thought struck him. 

"My God!" he cried, "I have been a fool." Then 
the match burnt his fingers. 

He sat there for three hours thinking. 

He saw that he had been a man who had walked 
alone in a world of his own imagining. He saw how 
he had passed by the suflfering, the joy of human na- 
ture, the beauty and pathos of its weakness, the mys- 
terious fountains of its strength. He, who had made 
men and women into creatures of a fairy tale, saw 
them now real and wonderful human beings with 
great human passions. He came to an understanding 
of himself and "was mightily humbled. He saw how 
his friends, his wife, had shielded him as he walked 
blindly about the earth thinking his view the cmly 
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view. He saw, now, how his life had been sur- 
rounded by cotton-wool sentiments, rules he invented 
for human nature and applied blandly as if he were a 
superior god among men. 

He thought he had discovered a great secret, the 
secret of the world's existence, of its strength. This 
feeling of compromise, of give and take, of wounded 
people binding the wounds of others, this was the 
world he had trampled through, through and on, with 
his great glory-burst of lack of understanding. 

He, who had presumed to judge his fellow-men, be- 
came at last one of them, a sinner among sinners, 
hoping for forgiveness. 

One thing he found among the many that puzzled 
him. As he looked back with his new-found sight over 
his life, he saw, everywhere, at each different turn- 
ing, the hand of Christine, and heard the voice of 
Christine, and not the hand or voice of Iris, his wife. 

His thoughts for Iris and Welby were very tender, 

"Oh, I have been a stupid, blithering ass!" he 
groaned aloud : yet he could not refrain from smiling. 
Was he not going to make everything right now? 
Had he not discovered this g^eat secret to impart to 
them? Life, evidently, was as full of complexity as 
the woven pattern of a tapestry, yet the whole pat- 
tern was good when you stood away from it and 
looked at it. 

Had he been anything of a poet he might have 
taken the scene in front of him for a symbolic picture 
of the world. There, a little down the stream, were 
the ruins of a stone bridge, the work of man, man 
trying, as ever, to span a gulf. In front of him the 
roaring cataract, the wild desolation, yet all answer- 
ing to an unbreakable law. The spray from the wa- 
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terfall rising like the breath of prayers, and on the 
spray the message of hope from heaven, the glisten- 
ing rainbow. 

How natural everything seemed to him now the 
scales had fallen from his eyes ! Everybody had done 
their very best for him, given him of their finest; 
even Lady Pashen, sour and narrow as she was, had 
given him something. He had given — what? Noth- 
ing. The bland acceptance of all his friends' affec- 
tion, the calm way in which he had strolled whistling 
through their world, surprised him now. 

Poor little Iris I she wanted love so badly, she 
needed sympathy so much. Poor little girl ! 

These thoughts did not come to him in so many 
words: they floated through his mind, leaving him 
pleasantly healed. After all, he was a great magnifi- 
cent animal, and he was basking in the two suns, the 
sun that warmed his body and the sim that glowed in 
his mind at the thought of what he was now going 
to do. 

He pulled a little silver disc from his pocket, a per- 
petual calendar, and turned the dial until he found 
the date. He had been at Gedre longer than he 
imagined, the days had dragged on. Perhaps he was 
a father by now. No, they would have been certain 
to telegraph to him. 

Poor, sweet, childish Iris with a baby, he thought. 
The world was full of fine things, after all, only they 
were things requiring more delicate perception. 

His understanding was to be complete, he decided 
that : no half measures. He began to feel the peculiar 
joy of self-abasemenl. He would go to them all and 
announce his discovery, the discovery of himself. The 
thrones he had built in his mind and given to his 
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friends he began to rebuild on the humbler level of 
human understanding. 

In the midst of all this jumble of thought he dis- 
covered he was whistling, under his breath, a gay 
musical comedy air ; that he was hopelessly out of tune 
never occurred to him. He gave a spontaneous burst 
of laughter, and the echoes of it rang all round him. 

"Well," he said to himself, "I must pack up my 
traps and be off. I may be in time yet." 

Then the thought of Phyllis crossed his mind. He 
dismissed it abruptly. "I need not see much of her," 
he thought, adding, "she's a dear little kid. — Ah, 
well I" as an afterthought. 

When he arrived at the hotel Madame Jupon hap- 
pened to be outside dusting one of the tin-topped 
tables. The moment she saw his face she knew some- 
thing had happened. 

As he hailed her she smiled broadly, all her good- 
humored face lighting up with satisfaction. 

She went indoors for a moment and returned to 
find him seated at one of the little tables. She held a 
tiny white daffodil. 

"There, Monsieur Quarrenden, see, the spring is 
here." She laid the flower on the table. 

"It is indeed here," Toby replied. 

With a turn of her head, a questioning glance in her 
eyes, she laid her hand on her bosom. "Is it here? — 
or here?*' She tapped her head. 

"Here," he said, placing his hand on his heart to 
humor her. 

"Ah ! good !" she cried. "Wait a moment." 

The good lady went inside the house and called to 
her husband, "Pierre, come here." 

He came to her, and they went outside together. 
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"Now," said Madame Jupon to Toby, "you will 
take something to drink bon voyage with us." 

"How did you know?" he asked. 

"Ah, monsieur," she replied, "when will you learn ?'' 
Again the pantomime of placing her hand on her heart 
and nodding sagely. 

"Very well, then," said Toby, while Jupon stood by 
gazing in admiration at his wife, "whatever you like." 

"An absinthe," suggested Jupon. 

"Pouf!" said Madame, "absinthe! Not at all. A 
bottle of Burgundy, Pierre, and at once." She turned, 
laughing, to Toby. "Eh, monsieur, which of us two 
is the better man?" At this she laughed uproari- 
ously. 

"And, my little flower," she called after the hulking 
Pierre, "some of those sweet cakes." 

"You are a wonderful woman," said Toby. At 
which she prodded his arm with a fat finger. 

"Keep your compliments," she said. "For me, I 
am too old for compliments." 

"Then you are no woman," he replied. 

The answer sent her oS into another fit of laugh- 
ter. "You will do," she said, her plump body shaking 
with merriment. "That's not too bad. How do you 
say it in English — awright, is not that so?" 

They drank their wine with great zest. "You will 
bring her here," said Madame Jupon. "Ah ! I know. 
You need not tell me anything." 

"What would he do without you, madame?*' said 
Toby, pointing to Pierre. 

"Marry some other woman to look after him," she 
said. "You men, la, la, you all need mothers. I, I 
have to be mother, wife, and business head, all at 
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once. Finish your wine together ; I must go and cook 
for you/* 

Toby made all arrangements to leave the next 
morning. Already his heart was with Iris, and he 
felt annoyed at the slow means he must take to con- 
vey his body home. He felt so much as if he were 
with all his friends in spirit that the delay of travel 
was aggravating. When he thought of his friends, 
he unconsciously divided Christine apart from them. 
How completely she would understand everything! 

His leave-taking was quite in the spirit of the coun- 
try. He kissed old Madame Jupon, he kissed the little 
girl Julie, he kissed four other little girls who would 
not be left out ; he shook hands with Pierre, with two 
of his old guides, with a gendarme whose custom it 
was to sit in the cafe of the hotel in the evenings. He 
took off his hat to the Abbe Passet, to the proprietor 
of the rival hotel; distributed various small coins 
among boys who ran behind his carriage ; and arrived 
at the station feeling almost as if he had been leaving 
home. And only a week or so ago he would have 
seen nothing but the dirt of the people, the narrow- 
ness of their lives, and the coarseness of their con- 
versation. 

Madame Jupon dried her eyes on her apron. 
Monsieur Jupon had a glass of red wine. The Abbe 
sighed to think that such a nice man was not a 
Catholic. 

Toby had not been gone many hours when a tele- 
gram arrived for him at the hotel. 

Madame Jupon turned it over in her fingers. "I 
had better open it," she said to the bearer. "The 
gentleman has just left. If there was anything came 
for him, he gave me the instructions to send it on." 
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"As you please," said the man, accepting a glass of 
wine. "I can take it back to the post-office." 

While he was drinking she opened the telegram 
and looked at the typewritten message in dismay. 

"Oh, la, la ! it is in English !" she cried. "I cannot 
understand a word of it. Pierre knows a word or 
two. Pierre, here! come here! It is a petit bleu for 
Monsieur Quarrenden: can you understand it? We 
must send it on to him." 

They puzzled together over the message, but could 
n6t make anything of the words : 

"Come at once. Iris and child dead. — Christine." 

"Christine," said Madame Jupon, beaming over her 
spectacles. "It is she who sends for him. Then all is 
well." 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

A COUNCIL OF FRIENDS. 

A year later and Christine arrived in time, actually 
in time, for lunch with Welby. 

Phyllis received her with open arms, hugs, kisses. 
"Darling Aimt Christine, do let me smell your flow- 
ers. Father will be here in — in" — a slight, grave 
pause — "two shakes of a duck's tail. Is that right?'' 

"Quite right, darling," said Christine, smiling. "But 
what's he doing?" 

Phyllis led her solemnly into the morning room. 
"Aunt Christine," she said when they were both 
seated, "they won't cut off his head, will they?" 

"Whose head?" asked Christine in a mystified tone. 

"James'," said the child in an awed whisper. 

"Who is James, dear, and why should they cut off 
his head?" 

"Oh, Aimt Christine!" said Phyllis, "James is our 
boy who does the windows, and the knives, and the 
boots." 

"Well? the head of golden hair — ^the hair Toby 
used to see shining over a hedge in the sunlight ?" 

"Well, dear Aunt Christine, he stole some spoons, 
and two tie pins, and he cried dreadfully when they 
found out, and father said that if he didn't go this 
very morning James might have to clean the knives 
without any head," 
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Christine laughed at her. "He's only joking, dear." 

"Yes/* Phyllis answered with a grave, shy smile, 
"I dare say he is; but isn't it hard to know when 
father is joking and when he's only telling the truth?" 

Upon this there entered Patricia Dumblederry hold- 
ing a foreign-looking letter in her hand. 

"Late," said Christine very severely. 

"Just as I was leaving the house," said Patricia, "a 
poor young man came begging for sixpence, and as I 
only had sixpence and half a sovereign I had to bor- 
row from the servants. Christine, I must read this 
letter: it's only just come." 

"From Toby?" 

"Yes. From Uganda." 

"What does he say? Quickly, Pat." 

Patricia torp open the letter and began to read. 
"He says it's hot." 

"He takes some pages to say it in," said Christine. 

Patricia glanced at Phyllis, then, lowering her voice, 
she said : "That, my dear, is simply because he leaves 
out the adjectives before hot. He has to write all this 
to explain." 

"But surely — surely," said Christine, "in all that 
wonderful scrawl there's some news ?" 

Patricia turned over the pages rapidly. "He still 
says it's hot. Oh! here we are: 'I am, most prob- 
ably, comfiig back in July by way of Switzerland, 
where I hope to cool off.* " 

"It sounds as if the Alps would steam when he 
trod on them," said Welby from the doorway. 

Christine started. "Peterbob, you wretch, I never 
heard you come in." 

"That's our fairy footsteps, isn't it, Phyllis?" said 
Welby. 
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"Do you know I call him the fairy?** said Phyllis to 
Patricia. 

"It's because I only come out after dark— really/* 
said Welby apologetically. 

Christine stood up and pointed with mock severity 
to the clock. "Peterbob," she said, "look at the time.** 

"I'm so sorry, everybody." 

Phyllis looked up at him, not knowing when to 
take him seriously* Her quaint little face, upturned, 
looked into his as if to read the secret of his half* 
cynical, half-bantering expression. 

"Are they going to cut oflf James' head ?** she asked. 

Immediately a very grave expression came over 
Welby's face. "My dear," he said, "after a long con- 
sultation with the judge we agreed to vary the form 
of punishment in this case. If you should happen to 
notice that the bootboy stands to his work, and cleans 
the windows without sitting down, do not, I beg of 
you, ask the cook the reason." 

"Why, daddy?" 

Christine began to laugh. Even Patricia smiled. 

"And now," said Welby, "as our guests are posi- 
tively gaping for food, will you go and see that every* 
thing is ready." 

Phyllis ran from the room, and, as the door closed 
on her, Welby turned to Christine and Patricia wife 
a happy smile on his face. 

"Don't be surprised to find me so frivolous,** he 
said, "because I feel terrific — terrific !" He threw up 
his arms. "Dear old Toby has written me such a let- 
ter, brimming over with friendliness, burying the past 
— all the four sheets covered over with plans for the 
future. Isn't it splendid?" 

"I'm so glad," said Christine with deep feeling. 
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"Glad!" cried Welby. "How I wish the dear old 
chap was here. We'll drink his health." 

"There are oysters," said Phyllis, softly opening the 
door. "Fat young oysters like the Walrus and the 
Carpenter ate. And there's going to be ices. Do 
come." 

"You little gourmet," said Christine. 

"What's a gourmet, Aunt Christine ?" 

"There's a poser for you," said Welby. "Come 
along and eat" 

After lunch Phyllis climbed onto Welby's knees 
and asked if she need go for her afternoon walk. 

"I want you to take a message for me," said her 
father. 

"To the fairies?" 

"Yes, dear ; our usual message. Run along." 

"Peterbob," said Christine when the child had gone, 
"do you tell fairy tales — ^>'0U?" 

"I find it easier than inventing facts," he said, 
laughing. "She wants to know the reason for every- 
thing." 

"And you tell her fairy tales?" said Patricia se- 
verely. 

"I tell her the facts about everything," he an- 
swered. "I tell her that the trees have souls, that 
flowers are fairies chained to earth, that gardeners are 
magicians. If some one had only taken the trouble to 
point out the beauty of things to me when I was a 
child I should have made a decenter man. They 
crammed my head with facts till it was ready to burst, 
and all the time my soul was hungering for romance. 
I learned the chemical definition of the sea, the dis- 
tance of the sun from the earth; added up rows of 
senseless figures, wrote cramped verses in dead 
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languages, and paid handsomely to pick up a smatter- 
ing of the dullest side of history — and have spent my 
life ever since trying to educate myself properly. And 
in the last few years I have come to learn that the 
whole world and most of the wisdom I want lie in 
the heart of a child." 

"Well done, Peterbob !" said Christine. 

"Quite a poet," said Patricia. "I wonder if you are 
really quite good for a child." 

"It is the child who is good for me," he said. 

"Somehow," said Christine, "it seems odd for a 
man as well dressed as you are to talk of romance." 

"Sounds better from armor, perhaps," he answered. 
"Lord! how this sort of thing used to puzzle old 
Toby!" 

"What about Toby when he comes home?" said 
Christine. 

Welby lit another cigarette and paused before an- 
swering. "Of course," he said, "he's got to begin life 
all over again, from a different point of view. You 
see, he's found out life isn't all fireworks: he's just 
become aware of the fact that the stick of a rocket 
comes down instead of taking wings to itself and fly- 
ing away. Poor old chap, he felt everything fright- 
fully. I shouldn't talk like this to any one but you 
two. Iris' death saved us from — well, I don't quite 
know what myself. You know how I felt. How- 
ever, somehow or another things have straightened 
out, and we shall have to help Toby along his new 
path. *I understand now,' the dear old chap writes. 
'I may be a fool still, but I'm not the same kind of 
fool.' " 

Patricia was looking at Christine. She was won- 
dering if Toby would see what was waiting for him 
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there, if he would ever see the love-light in those eyes 
that had burned for him, so long in vain. 

"I shall never forget her funeral," said Oiristine, 
shuddering. "It was all so pathetic. The gray day, 
the roar of the sea, the mountain of flowers. Peter- 
bob, do you know what he lined the grave with? 
Qover. Heaven knows where he got it, and why he 
insisted on it." 

"He didn't speak to anybody, did he?" said Welby. 

"Only a word to me," said Patricia. "He said. 
Thank everybody : I can't.' " 

"Peterbob," said Christine, "don't, please, let us talk 
any more about it. It was my fault for beginning; I 
didn't mean to." 

Welby smiled across at her. "Don't mind about 
me," he said. "Somehow, to tell you the truth, I 
don't want to sound callous, but Iris is more dead 
than anybody I know. There are some people whose 
personalities live on for ever." He pointed to a marble 
bust that stood on a pedestal in the centre of the wall 
in front of him. "Look at that young Italian girl, 
that wonderful archtype of the fifteenth century — 
she's more alive to me than Iris, in spite of every- 
thing that's happened. Please let me go on talking, 
if I don't distress you." 

Christine looked at him with great sympathy in her 
eyes. She understood him; she knew he wanted to 
talk, just for once, to clear the air of a ghost — ^the 
ghost of a bruised and broken butterfly. 

Patricia sat with her hands folded on her lap; in 
reality her thoughts were far away in a heaven of 
possibilities she had built for herself, a heaven in 
which there was a nursery and a baby of Christine's 
and Toby's. 
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'TJon't you know," said Welby, ''how some things 
in one's life, really worrying things for the time, be- 
come, from a distance of time, like shadows, like 
things that have happened to other people rather than 
to oneself? I want you to tell me if you think it is 
shallow, or wrong of me to thmk of her in this way. 
For all I loved her, I seem to have loved her in some 
dream, to have trodden a stage with her before an 
audience of myself — do you understand? And, now* 
the curtain is down and the lights are turned out, I 
seem to be waiting for something else. I thought I 
had a flower in my hand, and, now when I look for 
it, it isn't there ; not even the scent of it remains. Life 
is so elusive that only a few things, only a few people 
stand out solid in the procession of dreams. I feel as 
if Phyllis had always been here, in my house, in my 
heart. She has a personality — something that makes 
everything she touches belong to her. You have it, 
too, Christine: you were always you, hundreds and 
hundreds of years ago. I feel that of some people : I 
feel it of Toby, of you, of Phyllis — it is as if you were 
intended to be part of a scheme of things years be- 
fore we were bom ; as if there was a special place for 
you, and you stepped into it. Iris is dead, and I can't 
believe she was ever alive. There's nothing left— 
absolutely nothing." 

''I know what you mean," said Patricia. 

"This is really her funeral," said Welby. ''You, 
and Christine, and I; and the feeling of Toby — we 
are burying her now. It's all very curious, diiScult to 
understand, because she made such a difference in our 
lives, but it wasn't the difference of herself, she was a 
tool Fate used against us. She gave us all something, 
but she never really gave us herself. I've grown to 
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think, in this last year, that Iris, poor, dear dead Iris, 
was some one out of another scheme, part of another 
set of lives, and that she came into our atmosphere 
and disturbed it. She was never one with us. Even 
as Fm talking, it seems to me I'm being disloyal to 
her. But you do understand, don't you? I've very 
much wanted to say this, before Toby came home. 
You see, we've got to arrange our lives all over again, 
almost as if she had never come into them. We are 
all near to each other; we can't help ourselves. My 
mind reaches out to Toby all those miles away, and 
touches his, as it touches yours, here. Fm not for- 
getting all I owe to Iris: Fm not forgetting, because 
I never really remembered." 

"Peterbob," said Christine, "I feel just as you do. 
We none of us knew her, not even you. I believe she 
was very lonely — perhaps more puzzled than lonely. 
Do you know, there are some people to whom one 
has given apparently all one has to give, and yet, when 
it comes to the deep-down spirit of ourselves, when 
one is bare of everything just for a moment, when 
the soul comes out of the dark and feels for its mate, 
one knows then that oneself and one's companion 
speak a different language: the words die frozen on 
our lips. Even, I mean, when the greatest things 
seem to have passed between us, things that, at the 
time, one thought influenced one's whole life. I know, 
Peterbob, I do know for myself — from things I did 
years ago. Pat, you're not saying anything." 

"You know, both of you, that I have been married," 
said Patricia. "Well, I can't remember the tone of my 
husband's voice. I haven't a clear picture of him in 
my head. And yet I was fond of him." 
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Welby put his hands over his eyes as if to blot out 
the room and bring back some vision to his brain. 

"It isn't any use," he said, taking his hands down, 
"I can't see myself seven years ago. One loses one- 
self. I suppose that self of seven years ago is quite 
dead." 

"And yet," said Christine, "I feel that one never 
alters. Fm just the same as I was when I was a child. 
I've only changed one toy for another of the same 
sort. I can't remember being any different." 

"But there must be change, building character," said 
Welby. "I can't think one grows like a vegetable." 

"There is change," said Patricia, looking at Chris- 
tine. "There is change when the real mate comes into 
one's life. Haven't you found that every friend you 
make supplies the key to a locked place in your heart, 
a place where you find treasures you had not known 
you possessed? Haven't your eyes suddenly been 
opened to new things?" 

"The things were there," said Christine. 

"But you had to have them pointed out to you," 
Patricia said. "And some of the things are wonder- 
ful. All kinds of possibilities, things that make you 
feel suddenly great, that make life worth living. I 
mean, Christine, the awakening of love in you — didn't 
that change you?" 

Christine looked at her friend with saddened eyes. 
"What's the use, Pat, darling? What's the use?" 

Welby looked at Christine and his thoughts flew to 
Toby and his homecoming. As he did so the thoughts 
of all three met on the one conmion ground. Three 
types of love sent out their spiritual message to the 
man who was so closely knitted to their lives : Chris- 
tine who wanted him; Patricia who longed for him to 
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read the heart of the woman who had loved and 
waited so long ; Welby, who had such a deep affection 
for him. At that moment the old bond was renewed 
and made strong. Out of the lives of these people 
Iris faded, and the living part of her, her daughter 
Phyllis, stepped in and took a place. 

As they were driving home, Patricia said to Chris- 
tine, "Darling — ^wait until July when he comes back." 

But Christine merely smiled and shook her head. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

THE HERO AND THE VALET. 

The native races of Uganda no doubt profited by the 
presence among them of a rich, whistling giant. His- 
tory neglects to say if Toby left any mark on that por- 
tion of Africa, nor is it possible to learn whether 
Chopin's Funeral March — ^very much out of tune — 
played a conspicuous part in the music after Toby 
had taken his departure. It is certain, however, that 
the country was three lions short, a permanent offi- 
cial, by name Cranby, considerably the richer, and two 
civil engineers vastly entertained by Toby's visit. 

Toby thought that an enormous change had taken 
place in his character, a change occasioned by his con- 
tact with pain and death, by his sudden inspiration as 
to the management of the world, by his new-bom trust 
in himself to put everything right. As a matter of 
fact, no change had actually been brought about by 
these incidents, but his sympathy and bis natural 
benevolence had been directed into more human chan- 
nels; from having been weak himself he had learned 
to appreciate the weakness in others and to pity in- 
stead of condemn it. 

A man in this position is like a man who has been 
accustomed to a valet, and who, on dismissing him, is 
forced to put his cuff links into his shirt for himself. 
The shirt immediately assumes a new value ; he sees a 
shirt really for the first time, and, in so doing, sees 
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himself also for the first time. In this new light, 
which throws its beam over many dark comers of 
character, hitherto mere vague shadows to a man, the 
soul is given fresh eyes, bathed, as it were, in the 
stream of light and understanding. Even in so small 
a thing as a shirt lie many unknown possibilities, and 
to the man who blacks his own boots for the first time 
come revelations of character almost as surprising as 
the discovery of America. 

We are all adventurers. Toby was in a great sense 
an adventurer in his own world, and had spent all his 
early life making a wrong map, wrong calculations, 
wrong deductions from his adventures. Walking 
down life's highway he had guided himself by the 
stars, and so, walking with his eyes fixed on a heaven 
that he read awrong, had trodden somewhat heavily on 
the weaker folk who were following the same road. 

"In the long run," says Thoreau, "a man hits what 
he aimed at," and this was true of Toby Quarrenden 
at the present moment ; for he had, by devious courses, 
come back to his original belief in human nature, 
softened by his somewhat painful adventures in the 
country of other human hearts. 

In his mind, as he traveled homeward, the image 
of Christine loomed far more importantly than the re- 
membrance of his dead wife. Iris still remained a 
puzzle to him, and as he turned over that short but 
illuminating chapter in his life, it seemed to him that 
he had never known her. ^he same feeling as had 
come to his friends came to him, but in another guise. 
Sorrow had Both broken and healed him; his loss had 
been his gain; and when, sometimes, he yearned for 
the frail Iris and stretched out his arms to her ghost, 
his arms grasped empty air. 
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He traveled back with his mind burdened with the 
joy of his discovery, the discovery that there was a 
subtlety in life he had not understood, a compromise, 
an interlacing of feelings like a Chinese puzzle, that 
enabled the world and society to move in an atmos- 
phere of unspoken forgiveness. 

He was going to Christine — what a fool she must 
have found him! — to Welby, to Patricia, with his 
enormous discovery, to place himself before them, 
apologize, and say how well he understood. After 
that they would, doubtless, resume their old relations 
and all would be happy again. His greatest puzzle 
was to place the exact state of those old relations. He 
knew he had stood to Welby for a sort of childlike 
person, whom it was good to know as a foil to the 
cynicism that Welby practiced. He thought that, now, 
when he and his friend met, they would meet on the 
equal footing of those who knew. In truth, he was 
but a poor camel trying to go through the eye of a 
needle. He forgave Welby readily, thinking he un- 
derstood him. Over their mutual love of Iris they 
would seal the bond of friendship. No doubt they 
had behaved badly to her, but not by evil intent. Both 
had allowed the reins of passion to fall from their 
hands; both had repented in tears of sorrow and re- 
morse. 

It was his relations with Christine that gave him the 
most thought. He saw for the first time her wonder- 
ful tenderness and care of J|Jm ; he knew he had given 
her more of himself, more love and affection than he 
had ever before realized. His longing to see her was 
very great, and yet something told him that their 
old brotherly and sisterly arrangement had come tq 
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an end, and that he must meet her as man to womany 
where there are infinite possibilities. 

Bronzed, thinner, with a look of refinement on his 
face never Before there, he got out of the train one 
July morning and caused much interest on the plat- 
form of Victoria Station by his distinguished appear- 
ance. 

His first thought was to go straight to Christine 
and take her by surprise, for he had not told them the 
date of his return ; but he dismissed the thought from 
a feeling of sh)mess, very new to him, in regard to 
her, and decided to telephone to Welby's house to 
ask if he was at home. 

A very large and very English breakfast at his club 
put him in a fine good humor, so much so that he 
was obliged to apologize to a dyspeptic old gentleman 
in the smoking room because he was whistling aloud. 

The hall porter informed him that, in answer to his 
telephone message, Mr. Welby was lunching at home. 
Toby, who had given no name on the telephone, was 
delighted at the idea of surprising his friend by a sud- 
den appearance. Before going to Melbury Road, he 
went to his offices in the Adelphi, and found every- 
thing in order and every one of his office clerks at 
work. This thoroughly confirmed his belief in the 
world as a fine place full of fine people, and he pro- 
ceeded to raise the salary of every clerk in the oflice 
as a birthday present to the new world. 

His meeting with Welbjj began a little awkwardly. 
He had learned that Welby was in his study, had 
bounded up the stairs three at a time, burst open the 
door, and nearly knocked his friend down in the 
process, since he was just coming out of the room. 

Welby, who had not seen Toby since that awful day 
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when Iris had confessed everything, fell back two or 
three paces, turned deadly white, and sank down into 
a chair. 

"Peterbob," cried Toby, "I've upset you. What an 
ass I am I" 

The very buoyancy of his utterance brought a faint 
smile to Welby's face. Toby, if an)rthing, had grown 
younger. 

The two men shook hands, and there arrived a mo- 
ment of rather painful silence. 

For one instant the ghost of Iris revisited the room 
and held the two men in thrall as she had done be- 
fore. 

Toby, however, broke the silence by an eloquent 
gesture, followed by a burst of loud approval. He 
waved his arm, thereby endangering a small table, a 
bowl of roses, and two Dresden figures, and ex- 
claimed: "It's all over, my dear old chap, and let's 
say no more about it. I'll say this straight away, to 
clear the air — I know now that whatever you did, 
you did with the best intentions, and it has had the 
best results, I honestly do believe." 

Then came the approval. "You've parted your 
hair in the middle, you devil, and, by jingo! it suits 
you awfully well. Now, tell me the news." 

"If you don't mind," said Welby, "I'll ring for a 
brandy-and-soda." 

"Good man," said Toby, "I want a drink Badly." 

It was all very English and well bred. The swords 
were sheathed, they met on equal grounds. Nobody, 
however gifted with discrimination, could have 
thought that the two men had ever been so bitterly 
opposed on the occasion of their last meeting. Had 
there been a touch of malice, or of real evil in either 
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of them, the state of things would have been impos- 
sible; as it was, both men knew that, deep down, lay 
the heart of gold. 

In his extraordinary trust of Welby, Toby was 
quite justified. Despite the fact that Welby had 
treated Iris as he had done, despite the fact that he 
had allowed Toby to marry Iris thinking she was an 
innocent girl, that he had once again been mastered 
by his feelings during Phyllis' illness, no real staining 
evil had touched his heart, and, with the best part of 
him, he had made amends. A sin of meanness, a sin 
of slander, a lack of charity, or a cold-blooded crime 
are not easily forgiven; but, if all the frailties of 
man's nature were judged dispassionately, Welby 's 
faults were not the worst. Toby himself had 
hardened his heart against all the world, and in that 
brief time he, surely, had been more to blame than the 
man who miscalculated his strength. 

The brandies-and-sodas formed a hyphen between 
their past life and the present moment. Instinctively 
they raised their glasses to each other and pledged, 
without words, the toast of perfect understanding. 

Toby was careful to ask after Phyllis. 

"Thanks very much," Welby replied. "She's away 
in the country with a governess." 

That difficulty was bridged. 

"Well," said Toby, putting his glass down on the 
table, "I'm jolly glad to see you. What's the news?" 

"Christine's in town; she's taking a month's holi- 
day." 

"By George !" said Toby, slapping his leg, "couldn't 
we all go somewhere together, you and I and Chris- 
tine and the Dumblederry? I've sold my town house, 
you know, and I've bought a place in Kent. I haven't 
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even seen the place yet ; Fairbrother bought it — ^Tudor 
or something, with an old garden. What do you 
say?" 

"I say — ask Christine," said Welby, smiling. 

"Good idea," said Toby. "I say, Peterbob, when's 
lunch?" 

Almost on the instant a quiet voice at the door 
said : "Lunch is on the table, sir." 

"England for me!" said Toby, as he enjoyed his 
food with great gusto. "The food I eat in Uganda, 
Peterbob ! No wonder the people are savages." 

It was not until after lunch that Toby propounded 
his great idea. 

"I said," he began after biting the end off his cigar, 
"I didn't want to talk about what is over, but I do 
want to say something. Do you mind?" 

"Go on," said Welby, wincing. 

"I've discovered a great secret, old chap," he said 
impressively. "I used to look about over people's 
heads ; I never saw how society is run ; I never — ^what 
shall I say? — came in by the back door. I was a fool." 
He said it with an evident relish. Self-accusation, 
when you intend to right yourself afterward, is a 
very pleasant thing. "I never saw that there was 
something behind the lives of everybody, a secret 
hoard of mistakes, blunders, and struggles. I thought 
I had to do with plain dealing, and I've found out, old 
chap, that we all of us live about six lives, all differ- 
ent and only touching at one point. Do you see? I've 
been blundering along all tbis time thinking I was a 
simple person " 

Welby forced back a smile. 

" — ^And I find I'm the deuce of a fellow, woricing 
— oh! in the most intricate way." 
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The smile would come out Welby put his hand up 
to hide his mouth. 

"It's a great discovery, Peterbob, you know. It's 
like being behind the scenes at a theatre and seeing 
the men make the noise of the sea with a broom on a 
drum. I can understand anything now, and forgive 
it, as long as it's got real blood bdiind it." 

"You and I," said Welby, "will never understand 
one another." 

"Rotl" said Toby heartily. "You remember all the 
stuflf you used to talk to me — ^stuflf I couldn't under- 
stand?" 

"Well?" 

"Well, I'm no end of a chap now, for -reading and 
all that sort of thing." 

He rose, large and ponderous, to his feet; his cigar 
struck out at an angle from his lips and waggled as he 
talked. He thought, most certainly, that he saw the 
significance of small things; but he did not see, nor 
ever would, how clumsily he held them in his mind. 

"You can't teach philosophy with boxing gloves, 
Toby." 

Toby lifted his great arms and stretched his mus- 
cles luxuriously. "I'm as fit as a fiddle," he said, 
"and, somehow, when one feels absolutely grand, in 
topping health, a lot of things clear themselves up, 
don't they?" 

" 'The windy jargon of the priests,' " Welby quoted. 
"All blown away." 

"Not exactly that," said Toby, screwing his face 
into a frown. "I mean I've got a clearer vision of 
things. I — ^well, I can't put it clearly without being a 
little brutal — ^but I know now just how 3rou were 
placed; I knov/ how she was placed. Peterbob, I 
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ought never to have married her. I sec that, too. I 
wasn't marrying her; I was marrying somebody I'd 
made up in my mind, and when I found she wasn't 
like it I was done. I didn't understand; now I do. 
Do you see?" 

Welby sat looking at him and marveling. Here, in 
reality, was Toby, the same old optimistic, alive 
creature, with his tremendous force, his tremendous 
simplicity, trying, quite gravely, to propound the idea 
that he was a curious being, full of complexity and 
understanding. He gave him up. What had hap- 
pened he saw plainly, but it amazed him. Toby had 
merely, with a sweep of his hand, demolished the past 
as if it had never existed, and was back on his old 
highroad, singing the world's praises as if he had 
never wandered in the gray light and narrow way of 
his fellow-creatures' lives. 

Welby took him as he was, and loved him all the 
more. "And what are you going to do?" he asked. 

"Begin again/' said Toby simply. "I'm going to 
see Christine now." 

"She's waiting for you," said Welby daringly. 

Under the tan on Toby's face a little red flush be- 
gan to spread. He threw the end of his dgar away, 
and hesitated before speaking. 

"I wonder," he began, "if I ever quite understood 
Christine." 

"I imagine not," said Welby dryly. 

"While I've been away I've thought a good deal 
about her ; every time I didn't quite see things clearly, 
I thought to myself, Christine would know. I feel a 
little afraid of going to see her, Peterbob." 

"Why?" asked Welby sharply. 

The flush spread deeper over Tob/s face. "Do yotl 
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think, old chap, that Christine thinks rather a lot of 
mer 

"More than of anybody." 

Toby fidgeted on his feet. "Yes," he said, *1— I'm 
afraid it's rather rotten of me, but — I hoped so. I 
never saw it before. I'm afraid I've been blind to a 
good many things. I must have hurt her." 

"She'd rather have had wounds than neglect," said 
Welby, springing to his feet. 

"What do you mean?" said Toby without moving. 

"Oh, you fool!" cried Welby. "She's been in love 
with you for ten years." 

Toby whistled softly. 

"My God!" said Welby, his whole body shaking, 
"don't whistle, don't stand there dumb. It may be 
wrong, it may be unwise of me, Toby, but I'm going 
to tell you exactly the kind of fool you've made of 
yourself. We'll let my case stand over. I did right 
or wrong — ^never mind which, I've paid for it; so 
have you. It's another question altogether I'm going 
into now. You've never seen what's been going cm 
under your nose. One of the finest women on God's 
earth giving you everything — ^help, encouragement, 
sympathy, love — for ten years, and you blandly accept- 
ing it without a murmur. You ought to have gone 
down on your knees to her, years ago, for all she's 
done for you. And what are you going to do? You 
are going to her to claim all she has to give, and you 
are going to give nothing back. I'm going to hurt 
you, and hurt you badly, because I love you, damn 
you. I don't loiow which is the worst of us — I the 
coward, or you the fool. Do you know what Iris said 
to Christine just before she died? She said, 'Make 
him happy — ^he's such a boy, and you are his real 
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wife.' There — she knew, you see. I don't care if you 
hate me for telling you, somebody had to; it's only 
fair to Christine. Iris begged her to marry you — 
begged her, I tell you, saying it would help her to die 
happy if she could think that you would marry the 
woman who has kept, as Christine has kept, all these 
years for you. I never meant to say this, but to see 
you standing there so confident of Christine got hold 
of me, and now — I've told you. If you want to know, 
it makes no difference to my feelings for you ; nothing 
ever has, and that's the most extraordinary thing 
about it all." 

He sat down at last, far away from Toby, in a 
window seat, and put his hands over his eyes. 

"Thank you, old chap," said Toby after a silence of 
some minutes. "Thank you." 

There was a long silence in the room after this, a 
very pregnant silence, and then Toby spoke again. 

"Of course my invitation holds good. My place in 
Kent, at the end of the week." 

"I'm not coming." 

Toby crossed the room and held his hand out to 
Welby, who took it in his own. 

"You will come, old chap?" said Toby. 

"Why should I?" 

"I need a lot of help." 

Welby said nothing, and a minute later the front 
door sUunmed and Toby was out in the street. 

From his seat in the window Welby saw him cross 
the road, put his shoulders back, and walk briskly 
along the sunny side. The sight of him, the thought 
of him, made Welby smile; he couldn't help himself. 
But it was a smile with a sigh and a tear in it. 
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LOVE AMONG THE EUINS. 

'Trom the ^pearance of the place/' said Patricia 
Dumblederry, "I should say Tob/s head clerk has a 
romantic mind/' 

'It is your romantic mind that thinks so/' said 
Welby. 

"Where are — ^they?" said she, turning her parasol 
round to shade her face. 

"They/' said he, "are on the lake." 

"And Mr. Griffin?" 

"Mr. Griffin is consecrating the ruins to Saint Nico- 
tine." 

"WeU?" said Patricia. 

"We are here/' he answered, 'frying to hatch out 
old dreams." 

"Has even Peterbob turned poet?" she asked with a 
grim smile. 

"My dear Patricia/' he said, "aren't we all poets? — 
you, and I, and old Griffin, and all the world? Don't 
we live on patches of Uue in the sky?" 

"Some of us live in the clouds, certainly," she said. 

"Toby— oh 1 Toby's come down to earth." 

"With a bump, let's hope." 

"And has found heaven, perhaps." 

'^You're too idealistic to-day/' said Patricia. 
318 
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"Picture us/Tie rq)Hed, smoothing out the creases 
in his white flannel suit **Here we are, Toby's 
guests, in this wooded solitude, with a Tudor hall in 
which to dine, with a ruined castle in the grounds, 
with the very name of the place inviting — ^what shall 
I say? — accomplishment. Is the place called Fair- 
haven for nothing? Or is it another trick of the 
gods?" 

"You're a curious man, Peterbob," she said. "I 
never can quite make you out." 

"I don't want to be made out," he said jestingly. 
"Leave me my polished surface." 

"Are you afraid I shall scratch your face?" she 
said, laughing. 

He laughed back at her. "Not exactly that; but 
what are you wanting to find out?" 

She turned round to him and asked in a puzzled 
voice: "Isn't it all a little difficult?" 

"Not in the least," he said. "The natural order of 
things, that's all. Toby has only just discovered 
everybody's secret for himself." 

"And somebody's secret in particular?" 

"Do you know, Patricia, we live in a funny world, 
tied up in bundles, as we are." 

"Explain." 

"I'm very bad at explanations. No wise man ever 
explains." 

"You have a subtle way of paying yourself compli- 
ments, Peterbob." 

"Well," he said, "how can one explain anything so 
simple? We are tied up by Fate, or Providence, or 
whatever you like to call it, in bundles of affinities, 
and we live dovetailed, as it were, in a community of 
mutual mistrust." 
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"Nonsense!" said Patricia. 

"Perfectly true," said Welby. "We mistrust each 
other's motives, not actions. I can't speak the whole 
truth to you about Christine, because it might hurt 
Toby." 

"He'd never know." 

"Not in so many words, perhaps, but there would 
be an atmosphere. Even dear old Toby can feel a 
change in the air. Don't you see that to 'suit your 
manners to your company* is a very wise saying? 
You meet a lover and the pair of you nod very wisely 
at the stars, and perhaps throw in a sigh for effect." 

"I'm sure I don't," said Patricia, tapping her foot 
on the ground. 

"Do it next time," he said ; "you will find it 'will go 
a long way' in the conversation. You meet a philoso- 
pher and, between you, the world is soon set right. 
You meet me, and you enjoy a thoroughly superficial 
talk, in which we skate over all kinds of deep waters 
without, apparently, knowing they are there. But 
they are there, and we both know it.i' 

"Well, I'm going to break the ice," said she in a 
determined voice. 

"Don't," he implored. 

"Peterbob," she said, "what is going to happen?" 

He leaned back in the big basket chair, closed his 
eyes, and shook his head. "No, no, Patricia, no more 
conjectures, no more setting up little tin Ol3mipuses, 
no more toy thunder for me." 

Patricia gave an almost involuntary sigh. "Help 
me," she said helplessly. 

"Help you to pull wires, change Fate, further your 
own cause. Why ?" 

"Peterbob, I must speak out. Toby and Christine | 
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He must know she loves him now. Won't things 
come right?" 

Welby sat up and looked at her severely. "If the 
world that calls itself *nice' could hear us talking now, 
it would heap dust and ashes on its head and call us 
wicked. If my aunt, for instance, could hear me say 
that I never did Toby any harm, she would at once 
lay in a consignment of sackcloth. Yet I never did 
Toby any harm; I tried, honestly, to do him good. 
If I say, this once, that the original^ wrong was done 
by me in a mad moment, let it be said and silenced 
for good. Nothing can come of such digging up of 
the past. I was deeply, horribly in the wrong. I 
tried to cover my sins by all kinds of sordid means. 
I have repented in my own way, and no easy way. 
Now, all I can hope for is that the result may not be 
so bad, after all." 

Patricia glanced in the direction of the lake. 

"Yes," said Welby, "the result, in the end, may be 
perfectly happy." 

"A hundred things may hold him back," she said. 

"A hundred things will urge him forward," said he. 
"He knows now how to value her. He feels the need 
of woman — not a sister, not a friend, but a wife. The 
real Toby has loved Christine from the moment they 
met; the Little- Johnny-Head-in- Air fell in love with 
a butterfly — at least she was that to him." 

"To you?" said Patricia softly. 

For a moment Welby looked away. His voice 
changed; it was husky and full of feeling. 

"To me she was one of the sweetest women God 
ever made." 

The next moment he was lighting a fresh cigarette 
and smiling at Patricia. 
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The good lady shrugged her shoulders. '"And you 
go through life like that," she said. 

'Tor the benefit of my fellow travelers/' said he. 

"You're a much better man than you make out" 

"Thafs my one and only hope/' he answered ^'Ahl 
here come the — ^what am I to call them?" 

"The great friends/' said Patricia decidedly. 

"So you see," he said in a low voice, "we are all 
cowards — even you." 

"How can you be so——?" 

"So truthful/' Welby put in. "You know perfecUy 
well that we are both hoping for the same result. 
Let's be honest and call them lovers." 

"You are positively brazen. They'll hear you." 

"My dear Patricia/' he said, "they have ears for 
only one voice. Cupid is in that rose bush." 

Toby and Christine came up the path from the lake. 
The sunlight, flickering through the rose-covered 
pergola, splashed them with a vivid tracery of light. 
The flower-bordered path crunched under Toby's 
footsteps. Christine had a crimson rose in her belt. 

"You look pretty slack," said Toby as he came up. 

"Leave us alone," said Welby. **We've been per- 
fectly happy talking about you behind your backs." 

"And am I nice behind my back?" asked Christine. 

"Shall I tell you what Patricia said?" 

"Now I'm going to hear thmgs," said Christine, 
laughing, while Patricia looked very uncomfortable. 

"She said it was perfectly disgraceful the way in 
which you were flirting ^" 

"Indeed, I never said such a thii^l" cried Patricia 
indignantly. 

"Let me finish/' said Welby: "the way in which 
you were flirting with old Griffin." 
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At that moment Charles Griffin himself came along 
the path and inquired the cause of their laughter. 

Christine went up to him, took the rose from her 
belt, and put it in Griffin's buttonhole. 

"There!" she said, "they say I'm flirting with you. 
Am I?" 

Griffin looked at the rose, at the lady, at the com- 
pany. His round face beamed complacently at them. 
Then he bowed to Christine and took her hand and 
kissed it. 

"I offer you my hand and heart," he said. 

"We are engaged," said Christine. 

''Until limch," he said, looking at his watch, "which 
is in five minutes." 

They were a merry party at lunch, Welby the mer- 
riest of them all. The family skeletons were safely 
in their cupboards ; the gods were abroad. The world 
was young. Come what will there are golden mo- 
ments in the darkest hours. 

The afternoon slipped away. Patricia dozed in her 
room. Welby lay asleep in a hammock with a heap 
of French novels by his side. "Not," as he said, "that 
he could ever read a book in a hammock, but the pic- 
ture was not complete without the yellow paper- 
backed books. At least let him present a perfect 
pose." 

That afternoon Toby took Christine for a lazy ride 
in his car, and, incidentally, discovered that he was 
falling in love with hen 
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THE FLOWER-SCENTED NIGHT. 

The garden lay in the gray light of a summer night, 
with all the trees taking mysterious shapes; the yew 
hedges humped together sleeping peacefully: a cloak 
of purple shadows torn in places by the faint moon- 
light; the flower beds showing, here and there, pale 
upturned faces as if they whispered to the stars. The 
glow of Toby's cigar in the darkness like a jewel in 
the night; Christine's white dress, vaguely fluttering 
as she moved beside him ; her black hair melting into 
the shadows ; her low voice, like the voice of the night 
itself, pulsating, passionate, full of dreams. They 
walked with the g^eat languorous arms of the summer 
night around them, as if Nature pressed them to her 
heart. The air was warm, drenched with a heavy per- 
fume. The garden seemed a breathing thing, and all 
the flowers to have hearts beating with scented songs. 
Above them, and behind, where the old house loomed 
up a misty silhouette against the sky, one light 
showed as if some one kept watch against the coming 
of a friend. From one black hole, stamped in the vel- 
vet darkness, a window, came a faint curl of smoke, 
Charles Griffin's pipe of peace. On the other side of 
the hons^ the light from a French window streamed 
across the lawn and showed, by a grotesque shadow, 
that Welby sat there reading. 

Christine and Toby walked upon the grass; they 
324 
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moved softly, without noise. It was so dark they 
could not see each other's faces except when, now and 
then, Toby's was lit up by the glow of his cigar. 

She was talking eagerly, softly. 

Toby threw the butt of his cigar away, and a little 
trail of fire made a path in the darkness. 

"Christine," he said quietly, "I know." 

"Know what?" said she. 

As he stopped in his walk and turned to answer 
her, she put out a hand to stay him. 

"Wait," she said. "Before you say an3rthing — wait. 
To-night you and I have talked over many thinigs. 
We have been down into the depths without fear. 
You tell me that you can now feel dispassionately 
about Iris, that you have woken to another sense of 
things; the past is a dream. Now you say you know 
— and I feel that what you are going to say is that I 
am the woman you should have loved." She sighed, 
and the night took it up, and the garden sighed with 
her. "You are going to say that you have reverenced 
me, that the high places in your heart were held by 
me. Listen to me, Toby, my blind friend. Listen to 
the story of the woman you are going to say you 
love." She laughed, and the trees laughed back at 
her, an echoing, mocking laugh. "Look at me." A 
faint gleam of moonlight showed him her face, white, 
dreamy, wonderfully near to his own. A face full of 
the love of life, a face of rich, voluptuous beauty. 
"Am I the woman to live all her life without love?" 
she asked him. "Answer me." 

"I don't want to hear," he said. 

"You must hear," she said in a passionate voice. 
"You have closed your ears long enough. I will not 
be loved for what I am not." Her voice quivered. 
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shook with the intensity of her words. "Since I knew 
you I have kept myself pure for your sake, to be 
ready for you, to be worthy for you. Who is worthy 
of you? A dream — a passionless woman, a creature 
to fit your ideals : not a woman." 

"Christine," he cried, "I understand. I know now. 
I have woken up, as you say. Please don't tell me any 
more." 

She stood in front of him, barring his path, her 
bosom heaving, her head thrown back. 

"I'm what you'd call a bad woman. I have been. 
I'm the kind of woman you scorn with your fine in- 
stincts. I'm the kind of woman you turn from in dis- 
gust." 

"No, no," he said, breathing hard, his fists clenched. 

"How did I rise from the dregs of my profession 
to the day you met me first ? How did I fight through 
the horror and misery of life — a girl left alone with 
bread to earn, vanity to feed, with an aching for lux- 
ury and comfort? Did I pay my way, a penniless, 
unprotected girl, by sheer talent, sheer energy?" 

"My God," said Toby, "I refuse to listen." 

"Is it as bad as that?" she said, laying a detaining 
hand on his arm. "Is it, Toby? Two men have 
helped me. Do you understand ?" 

"What does it matter?" said Toby, holding out his 
arms. "It has never touched you. It has made no 
diflFerence to the real you. T love you. I always have 
loved you. I know that now." 

"Love on wings. Love in the sky." She shook her 
head sadly. "I'm down on the earth, Toby, soiled by 
it, loving it. Listen, my dear — I'm not ashamed." 

"You have no need to be ashamed," he said. 

"You're dreaming now," she cried. "You are seeing 
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me in some queer way of your own. Know me — 
and then see if you love me. Other men have kissed 
the lips you want. Other men will know the woman 
you desire to be a woman who has lived her life. 
Think of that." 

"It never touched you," Toby said again. "I want 
you." 

"I was starving, young, new to the world," she 
went on. "I was ambitious, eager. I took my chance 
when I found it. I plunged, and went — down." 

"I don't care," he said, almost brutally. "I know 
it has not made one bit of difference to you. I know 
that the sweetness and the goodness in you have not 
been touched. Christine!" 

"Ever since I knew you first," she said rapidly, "I 
loved you, and you never guessed. I had been free 
for a year. I was sick of everything — and you came. 
You came to me, believing in me, trusting me, treating 
me as you would treat a sister. You gave me a love 
that was very precious to me. I loathed all my old 
life. Patricia never knew of it until I told her; then 
she helped me. After a while I longed for you to be 
a man, a lover, a human being; but you denied me 
that. I don't blame you ; how can I ? You will never 
know what I have done for you, the conquest I made 
of myself. I could have made you feel, but I wouldn't. 
Do you know that?" 

"I know it now," he said. 

"And now it's too late," she said, her voice trem- 
bling with pain. "It's too late, Toby. You would 
mistrust me, watch me, freeze me. Go now. We 
have had our moment." 

As she said this she moved out of the shadows 
where she had been standing, to allow him to pass. 
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I 

The starlight gave her a magic beauty as if some 
goddess had set foot in the garden for that night and 
stood talking to a man. A large emerald she wore 
in the lace at her breast gleamed with a cold bright 
eye. In her face was set something of the majesty 
of the night, yet, though she looked at him with such 
a queenly, remote expression, as if she spoke from a 
throne, there was, besides, a hint of wistful expectancy, 
a tremor of her lips, that showed how she longed to 
come down from her isolated place and make her 
surrender in his arms. 

Toby stood looking at her fixedly. He was with- 
out the subtlety of words to voice his thoughts. Like 
a man who sees some great thing for the first time, 
he was dumb. He was looking at a woman's soul, 
and he was afraid. 

"Let me think," he said hoarsely. "Let me think." 

"I have shown you what I am," she said. "Now, 
leave me." 

He struggled with himself to find fit words to show 
his thoughts. Half-hesitating words came from his 
lips ; the nature of the man was molten, he was being 
made anew. In those few seconds he grew older. 

"Christine, I never understood before how fine a 
woman can be. I see that I never knew you, or 
anybody; Fve always been looking at outsides. 
What does it all matter? I want you to marry me, 
if you will." 

A kiss, a clasp of hands, a rush of feeling would 
have argued better. 

"Never !" she cried. "Never, never, never I" 

He took a step back as if she had struck him, as, 
indeed, her tongue seemed to do. 

She quivered from head to foot, felt she was losing 
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her strength, felt she must yield if she stopped there 
any longer. Every nerve of her longed for him; she 
wanted to be crushed in his arms, to feel his power, 
to give herself up to him — but she was not sure of 
him. 

Her voice came now, cold, hard, and clear. "Go 
away, Toby, and think over what I have told you. 
Picture my life pitilessly. I have told you enough to 
let you understand what kind of woman I have been. 
That I freed myself of it all for your sake, long ago, 
counts little or nothing. Ask people to tell you about 
Christine Macaire. They will lie to you, but there 
will be enough truth in the lie to give it sting. There 
are male gossips in the theatre, little-minded men with 
a talent for smirching women's names ; you know some 
of them, ask them." She spoke sneeringly, stamped 
her foot on the ground. "I will not be set on a throne 

and worshiped. If you love me " Her voice 

faltered, her arms dropped to her sides ; a great lassi- 
tude seized her. 

The night, the garden, the scent of the flowers 
sank into Toby's brain ; an uncontrollable force urged 
him toward her. 

In a moment he held her in his arms, crushing her 
to him; his hot breath fell on her face. She hung 
her head down, limp and powerless. 

"I love you," he whispered. "I love you. Christine f 
My darling!" 

She raised her face to his, and their lips met. 

The night was one long kiss. 

Then she tore herself from his arms and walked 
swiftly away to the house, leaving him standing there 
with beads of perspiration on his forehead. 

Not one of the watchers in the house knew of the 
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great hour Toby and Christine had spent in the gar- 
den. Patricia, whose lighted window made a beacon 
in the darkness, was reading poetry while they in the 
garden were living it. Charles Griffin smoked out a 
vague dream, a placid satisfaction in the night's rich 
beauty. Welby, with his feet up on the sofa, read 
Walden, till his eye fell on the clock, which made him 
come out of his thoughts and go to bed. 

Christine went quickly to her room, undressed hur- 
riedly, turned off the lights, and threw herself, ex- 
hausted, on the bed. 

Toby walked on the terrace on the dark side of 
the house for two hours, his pipe leaving a thin cloud 
of smoke in the still air, his brain throbbing, his heart 
filled with a fierce joy. The night closed round him 
with its scented, soothing peace. 

The outer world obtruded itself on his senses in the 
shape of the butler, who came to ask him if he was to 
lock and bar the windows. 

"No," said Toby. "Fll do that myself. Good 
night." 

He went to bed at two o'clock and slept heavily. 
The next morning when he came down to breakfast, 
he found that Christine and Patricia had left an hour 
earlier in the car to go to London. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

THE HARVEST OP YEAHS. 

For a week Christine refused to see Toby. He 
was met at the door of her house on the afternoon 
following his scene with her in the garden by a note 
handed to him by the maid. The note gave him to 
understand that Christine and Patricia had gone for 
a motor tour — "vaguely Yorkshire" — for at least a 
week, and it terminated, without any show of feel- 
ing, in the simple initial "C' It was puzzling, but 
he accepted it. Tearing off the unused half sheet, 
he wrote in pencil, "I understand. — Toby/' inclosed 
this in an envelope fetched by tfie maid, and told 
her to forward it to Miss Macaire as soon as she 
knew her address. 

It was very easy to write "I understand," but not 
so easy for a man like Toby to fathom the nature of 
her flight. A little delicate observation of the habits 
of birds would have enlightened him, but his prin- 
cipal observations of birds led him to know, only, 
that they were difficult or easy to kill. 

Feeling the need of something to occupy his mind 
meanwhile, he got upon his gray mare and rode by 
stages into Yorkshire, arriving on the fourth day at 
the Quarrenden House of St. Hubert's, near Knares- 
borougfa. 

331 
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Christme, in South Devon, heard of this from 
Welby and smiled. 

She had refused to speak about Toby to Patricia, 
and gave a lame reason for her sudden flight from 
Fairhaven. The way in which she delivered herself 
of her reason, and her abrupt silence, mystified Pa- 
tricia, until she hit upon a romantic solution. Having 
satisfied herself that Christine and Toby had come to 
some sort of understanding, she was able to translate 
Christine's tears, silences, sighs, and bursts of youthful 
merriment into terms of sentiment. Patricia read more 
poetry in that week than she had read for four years. 

Welby, through Patricia, was acquainted with their 
movements. He heard also from Toby, in a letter 
singing the praises of Yorkshire (imagining it to be 
the chosen county of Christine), and bidding him 
prepare for a surprise. The two letters, arriving by 
the same post, gave Welby a key to the situation, 
which was still, however, very difficult to piece togfether 
clearly. 

So each one of them had a week of dreams, the 
sequel to which lay in the hands of Fate. 

As if drawn by an invisible force, Christine re- 
turned to town to the very day, the afternoon of her 
seventh day away from Toby. As they neared London 
she became curiously excited, and joked and laughed 
with Patricia until that excellent lady became quite 
cross at being kept in the dark. 

"Why these high spirits?" she asked. 

"Mere animal spirits, Pat darling," said Christine, 
leaning forward in the car as if to meet the wind. 
She was flushed with the air and excitement, looking 
beautiful, radiant, wonderful — so Patricia thought 

They were greeted at the house in Westminster 
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by a profusion of flowers and a note from Toby: 
**Coming in again at five." 

So it seemed that the same force which drew Chris- 
tine home caused Toby to send his horse to Kent by 
train, and come by express to London himself. 

This force is known to poets as Love, to philos- 
ophers as Physical Attraction. But, while the philos- 
opher is prosing about it, the poet is using the power 
that makes the world go round. 

"This is very unlike Toby," said Patricia, regarding 
the display of flowers. 

Christine, who was taking off her motor veil, said 
nothing. 

Patricia looked at the clock. "I have just time," 
she said, "to change my dress and go round to see 
Mrs. Cummings." 

Christine stared at her. "Why Mrs. Cunmiings?" 

"I have neglected her for some time," said Patricia 
firmly. "And this is an excellent opportunity." 

"You are going to leave me?" 

"To thank Toby for the flowers." 

Christine held out her arms. "Pat, darling, Fm a 
beast." 

Without another word the two women embraced 
fondly. No word of explanation passed between 
them, but half an hour later Patricia knocked at 
Christine's bedroom door on her way downstairs. 

"I might stop to dinner with Mary Cummings." 

A sound like "Umps" came from behind the door, 

"I'll telephone if I do," said Patricia. 

Christine, in a petticoat and dressing jacket, opened 
the door and kissed her friend. 

"Why should you go?" she asked. 

Patricia's answer that she was going for her own 
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pleasure, and for no other reason, made Christine 
smile tenderly. "You're a dear," she said. 

At a minute to five o'clock a very resplendent Toby 
marched into the empty drawing-room, and was in- 
formed that "Miss Macaire would only keep him 
waiting a few minutes." 

At twenty minutes past five Toby, who had failed 
to discover anything to read in Herrick's Poems, 
Browning, or, indeed, in any of the books on the 
tables, fell back upon a soft whistling of the spring 
song— or, rather, his conception of it. 

Christine entered the room five minutes later, say- 
ing, "Well, you can't say I've kept you waiting long," 
so sweetly that Toby never dreamed of saying a word 
about it. 

"Where have you been, Toby?" she asked. 

Toby mumbled something about Yorkshire, and she 
looked at him, smiling softly. 

"We were at Tor Cross," she said. 

"I thought you said you were going to Yorkshire," 
he said quickly. 

"Patricia changed her mind." 

Toby moved several ornaments on the table by 
him before speaking. He began nervously, looking 
very carefully at his boots. 

"I say, Christine, I've waited " 

He saw her hand reach out and ring the bell. 

"I'm dying for my tea," she said. 

If he had been an observant man he would have 
noticed how she trembled. 

"I want to talk to you, Christine," he said. "Fve 
so much to say." 

The maid entered and began to prepare a table 
lor tea. 
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"Have I thanked you for your flowers?" said 
Christine. 

Toby looked at the maid as if he would enjoy 
killing her. 

"I thought you would like them." 

The tea was brought in. They were left alone 
again. 

"Christine." He came over to her, his eyes full 
of all he longed to say. 

She held up the sugar tongs with a lump of sugar 
poised in them. 

"Two, isn't it?" 

He seized the hand she held up, and the tongs fell 
from her fingers and rattled on the tray. 

"Christine !" He forced her to meet his eyes. 

She tried to draw her hand away, but all her 
strength seemed gone. 

"Toby— don't," she said feebly. 

He covered her hand with kisses, then attempted to 
sit by her on the sofa, but tTie table was in the way. 

"Damn the table 1" he said. 

That made them both laugh. 

"I'm entrenched behind my barriers," she said 
lightly. 

He lifted the table quietly to the far end of the 
room, and turned to find her standing up. 

"Toby!" she said almost piteously. 

He stopped her words with kisses. 

"You'll marry me," he said, holding her in his arms. 

"Toby — ^you're spoiling my dress." 

"I'll buy you hundreds," said he. "Look at me." 

She raised her head, looked long into his eyes, and 
then, to his utter amazement, burst into tears. 
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"Oh, Toby, my dearest !" she said, her head on his 
shoulder, "I can't help it — I'm so happy!" 

• •••••• 

At eight o'clock Welby's man announced "Mr. 
Quarrenden," and Toby came into the room, beaming. 

"Can you give me dinner, old chap?" he said. 

"So you're engaged?" said Welby. 

"How the blazes did you know that?" said Toby. 

"My good man," Welby answered, "if you will 
carry your heart on your face, what can I do? I 
expect London knows by this time. Did you walk?" 

"Rather." 

Welby sighed. "How envious you must have made 
the people you met!" 

"Are you glad?" 

"DeUghted." 

"Do you know," said Toby, "I feel about eighteen." 

"That is about your age, I believe." 

"You're always rotting me." 

Welby gripped his hand. 

At dinner Welby raised his glass and gave a silent 
toast. Toby met his eyes and seemed about to speak. 

"Don't say anything," said Welby. 

They drained their glasses. 

At the door, before parting, in the small hours of 
the morning, Welby said quietly, "Iris would be very 
happy." 

After Toby had gone Welby stood by the open 
door looking at the sky. 

"If there's anything in it," he said to himself, "you 
are there. I wonder if you know all about it? Iris, 
I loved you better than he ever could " 

The sound of the closing door was the only sound 
in that silent street. 
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CHAPTER XL. 

WELBY GIVES A CHILDREN'S PARTY. 

Welby sat, dreamy and contented in the pleasant 
heat, in his favorite chair in Kensington Gardens. 

The stream of life he knew and loved so well 
trickled thinly past him ; most of the rich babies were 
building sand-castles on the sea shore. A few very 
brown nursemaids wheeled very brown babies, and 
admonished hopping and running bundles of joy on 
fat brown legs. A few white, tired mothers, who 
were kept perforce in town, guided their only real 
treasures past the alluring flower beds. The sun, 
flickering through the trees, flecked them all alike. 

Welby's thoughts, always a little fantastic, dwelt on 
those babies who were building sand castles for the 
sea to wash away. Were we not, always, like chil- 
dren, building castles of sand for the sea to flatten 
out? He smiled at his dreamy thoughts. In the 
shadow show of his life what memories stuck out 
real? Very few. The greatest noise in the shadow 
show was made by his own vanity — ^the vanity of a 
man who thinks he is the hero of the play. 

As he sat back, his hat tilted a little forward to 
shade his eyes, the few real moments of his life came 
back with startling clearness. There were incidents 
that had seemed at the time to be very serious, very 
momentous to his being, and he found, in the play of 

337 
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his thought, that these things he had imagined great 
were being shouldered out by trivial childish things. 

He lifted his eyes to the trees in front of him, and 
thought suddenly that trees and sunlight through 
green leaves meant more to him than half his theories 
about life, had made more difference to his life than 
half a dozen people he knew well. After all, did he 
know half a dozen people well? 

The noise made by the blowing of a tin trumpet 
broke into his reverie. A small boy passed by, his 
eyes shining, his cheeks distended with his efforts. 
The tin trumpet sounds were the music of his soul. 
Behind him a proud mother walked, her eyes on the 
boy, glowing with tenderness. She might have been 
the hand-maiden to a king. She was a band-maiden 
to a king. 

The noise of that penny trumpet was more than the 
noise of two armies on tht field. It filled the earth; 
it was the proclamation of the new generation. It 
rang so in Welby's ears that it awakened old, far-off 
sensations. He found his heart echoing the music. 
He, too, had blown his penny trumpet. 

Up till now he had regarded the last two years very 
seriously under a jaunty exterior. Something now 
brought everything into order. He had puzzled quite 
carefully over the morality of the drama he had taken 
a large share in; his thoughts had been dark, they 
were now illuminated. He had wondered what the 
world would think if it knew the history of Iris and 
Christine; would the verdict be against them? And, 
as he wondered, he saw the children playing at sand- 
castles, building them to defy the sea, and the sea 
coming and smoothing them out flat, leaving a sheet 
of golden sand. He saw the hurrying, scandal-mon- 
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gcring, nervous world in which he lived glide by, un- 
important, unprogressing, uncivilized ; and he saw Iris 
and Christine like rocks, standing, with the whirl of 
the tide passing them by. They had the strength of 
love, primitive greatness — they were real. 

Again the trees in front of him drew his thoughts. 
He could see a label on one tree giving its botanical 
name, a name that didn't matter, and he almost 
laughed as he thought that all his life he had been 
calling thingfs by names that didn't matter. When 
Phyllis put her arm round his neck and called him 
"Father," the world was blotted out. 

What mattered besides love and beauty? Given 
love and beauty you discovered religion — ^not a re- 
ligion of pantheism, but a religion of sacrifice,' for both 
love and beauty come by sacrifice alone. 

He thought of Toby, Patricia, Christine, and him- 
self and Phyllis as being wrapped, apart from the 
world, in a cloud of trailed glory — from where — 
from heaven, surely? They loved much — was not 
that a passport? If they had sinned, they had 
sinned in their childishness, and their sins had found 
them out. Those sinned more who were churlish of 
their brethren, who poisoned people's minds, who 
could not learn to forgive. 

Modem men and women, realists to whom Welby 
talked, lived, it appeared, in«an atmosphere of daily 
news, of wars with this country, of inventions at 
home, of gossip, of little unimportant scraps from the 
four comers of the world printed higgledy-piggledy 
in the daily press. They pitchforked a lump of this 
news and called it life. While they talked of civiliza- 
tion and progress, they themselves were neither civil- 
ized nor progressing. Each one brought his own axis 
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to the world, placed it at his own angle, and ex- 
claimed, "See ! that is how it spins." Meanwhile they 
hurried, scarcely breathing, through the seasons, ig- 
noring the skies, trees, flowers, waving fields of com, 
the sweet voices of nature, songs of birds, all the real 
things by knowledge of which we may become civil- 
ized, and went whirling and crack-brained — no- 
where. They had an errand, but they did not know it, 
and, at the journey's end, they would find — ^them- 
selves. Every king, after all, looks alike in his bath. 

To Welby the habit of dreaming c^ime naturally; 
the well-dressed part of his life,- with all its artificiali- 
ties, was cultivated ; in a word, he put his eyeglass in 
to blind his eye. His tailor could find no fault with 
him, found him, in fact, as well creased as his trou- 
sers, — but then, his tailor was but a ninth part of hinu 
The rest was pure Welby: part cultivation (caviare 
and oysters), part dreamer (nectar and ambrosia), 
and part (bread-and-cheese) the initial Welby, a child 
who could be hungry, fall in love, and who could, in 
an inarticulate way, pray. 

Of his friends, following this bent of mind, only 
Patricia seemed really grown up. It was not easy to 
think of Patricia as a child. T6by he could easily see 
in a sailor's suit; Christine had child written clearly 
in her eyes ; Patricia — suddenly he saw her stretching 
out a hand to help another child who had fallen, the 
mother child : that was Patricia. 

A whimsical idea came to him and made him laugh 
softly. He put his hat straight, rose from his chair, 
and, as if the gods were determined to be kind, Toby 
came down the path. 

"Hullo, Peterbob! Is that the newest thing in 
waistcoats?" 
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"Covering the oldest thing in hearts," said Welby. 

"Oh, you're in that mood!" said Toby, laughing 
like a boy. 

"Sit down, Toby, and shake some of your joy over 
me. You look like a man who has got a private key 
to a side door in Paradise." 

"Isn't the front door open?" said Toby, trying to 
meet Welby halfway. 

"Yes," was the reply, "but we never seem to see 
that. Most people climb to Olympus by a crazy lad- 
der of their own making, when there's a broad path 
ready for them, trodden by the gods." 

"I'm out of my depth," said Toby, lighting a cigar- 
ette. 

"I'm going to have a party to-morrow," said 
Welby, pursuing a butterfly with his eyes. 

"To-morrow ?" Toby began to fumble for his note- 
book. 

Welby touched his arm. "Don't, for goodness' sake, 
don't look up the steel chains of modernity — engage- 
ments about nothing. You can only be engaged to 
yourself. You come, of course; don't worry about it. 
Christine's coming." 

"Oh, is she?" said Toby. 

"I haven't asked her yet, but she'll come.** 

"You seem very sure of yourself." 

"My dear chap," said Welby, "I've never been so 
sure of anything as I am of myself to-day. I have 
discovered a secret." 

"Well," said Toby, who remembered his own dis- 
covery. 

"We are all ridiculously young. Those people who 
have not found that out for themselves, and profess 
to be old, are even younger than we are." 
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"Is this to be a children's party to-morrow?" 

"It is." 

"Birthday party?" said Toby, to humor him. 

"The very thing, Toby, my prophet. The world's 
birthday." 

"I think you might explain," said Toby. 

Welby dismissed the subject by rising. "It will be 
a tea party," he said. "Four o'clock." 

"Am I to amuse the children?" 

"Never you mind, old chap. Wait till to-morrow. 
Aurevoir! Vm not going your way." 

"How do you know where I'm going?" said Toby, 
grinning. 

"All roads lead to Westminster — nowadays." 

As Christine was putting on her gloves in the hall, 
while her car stood ready to take her to Welby's party, 
she turned to Patricia and said: "Peterbob's mad, I 
think. I think we're a little mad, too, to go to a chil- 
dren's party." 

"I think," Patricia answered, "he's so sane that we 
suspect him. Are you ready, Christine? It is nearly 
five o'clock." 

"Am I fit to be seen?" asked Christine, turning 
round. 

"Not really," Patricia answered with her grim 
smile. "You're a public danger when you look as 
well as you do." 

Welby received them in a drawing-room filled with 
flowers. Toby and Charles Griffin were standing by 
an open window, deep in conversation. 

"But — where are the children?" cried Christine. 

"I think we are all here," Welby replied, laughing. 

"By jove !" said Toby from the window. 
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"Us, me, you, Toby — are we the children?" said 
Christine. 

Welby turned from one to the other. "Don't you 
think so?" he said. 

"But where are the toys?" said Charles Griffin, 
beaming on everybody. 

Welby was ready with his answer. "Your pipe, 
Christine's danglements — her gold cigarette case, and 
all the ridiculous things hanging on to it ; we have got 
our toys round us. Come, this is the first day of a 
new world ; let's begin again. Toby, let me introduce 
this little girl, Miss Christine Macaire, to you. Be 
nice to her, talk to her in that corner ; talk about her- 
self, that's what she likes." 

"Rot I" said Toby. "Is this a joke?" 

"It's a joke that covers an earnest purpose. Throw 
away the cares of everyday for an hour, and I'll prom- 
ise you youth. Patricia, Griffin, and I are going to 
talk over here. Tea's there ; help yourselves." 

"What inspired this madness?" said Patricia when 
they were seated. 

"Flowers, birds, butterflies, babies," said Welby. 
"People might think me mad, or silly, till they had 
tried my medicine, then their views would change." 

"And your medicine is ?" Charles Griffin asked. 

"My medicine is a dose of childishness, to be taken 
several times a year. We can be our own medicine." 

"I expect the bottle wants shaking," said Patricia. 

"Exactly. Shaking, turning inside out, that's what 
we need. We are all crying about thunderstorms — 
behold the rainbow; we weep for winter — ^lo! the 
spring; we clog ourselves with habits, and let our 
blood run cold. GrifiSn, put that in your pipe and 
smoke it." 
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"May I ?" said GriflSn, producing a large aged pipe.' 

"Nobody minds," said Welby. 

"Do you include me among the children?" asked 
Patricia. 

"I should think I do," he answered at once. "You'd 
love to roll down a grassy slope." 

"If it wasn't for appearances," she admitted. 

"Bless my soul!" he cried, "that's the root of the 
matter. We are all wondering what the world thinks 
of us, and it isn't even looking in our direction. I 
should like to take the top hats of our servitude and 
bum them. Seriously, now, which do you think has 
done most good to the world, Herbert Spencer or 
Lewis Carroll?" 

"Give me Alice in Wonderland," said Charles Grif- 
fin. 

"There you are !" said Welby excitedly to Patricia. 
"Why can't we all be Alices in Wonderland? Isn't 
a rose more wonderful, more mysterious than all the 
pyramids Egypt ever built to hold the corpses of a 
few conceited men ? Isn't a butterfly a greater picture 
than the finest Turner? — Look over your shoulder, 
Patricia." 

She looked round and saw Toby gazing at Chris- 
tine as if the room held her alone. 

"Adam and Eve, Romeo and Juliet — the oldest 
story in the world, and the youngest. Where's your 
invention to touch that? Where's progress, where's 
our vaunted civilization, where's our age?" 

"You are very overwhelming," she said. 

"I want to build new castles on the ruins of the 
old," he answered — "to make palaces out of our mis- 
takes. If those two people lived in a mud hut, kings 
and millionaires might envy them." 
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The comfortable Griffin nodded through his cloud 
of smoke. 

"And what have I, Peterbob?" said Patricia. 

"You dear, good soul," he said, smiling tenderly at 
her, "I can guess your thoughts." 

Patricia actually blushed. 

"Christine Patricia Quarrenden— or Patrick Toby 
Quarrenden. Eh?" 

"I wasn't thinking of anything of the sort," she pro- 
tested. 

They were interrupted by Christine's voice. "Peter- 
bob, if you don't mind, Toby and I are going for a 
walk. We'll call here on our way back. It looks so 
lovely outside." 

When the door closed on them Welby swung round 
to face Patricia. His face wa salight with joy. 

"Ah ! bless them !" said Patricia. 

And from the clouds of smoke came Charles Grif- 
fin's solemn "Amen." 



THE END. 
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THE DEVIL 

BY 

ADRIAAN SCHADE VAN WESTRUM 

Pouaded ma the KoaUhLarmed Venlom of Motam^a May. 



** The task of one who nms dnmmtie material into the novel mould is to avoid 
adding too much. In this case the adapter has acquitted himself well ; he has 
supplied costumes, properties, scenery, and business without lessening the object- 
ivity of presentation or impairing the terseness and verve of the dramatic version. 
... To the eye, the devil appears as the most modem of gentlemen, differing 
from others only by the superiori^ of his intelligence ; virtually he is the extern- 
alized passion of each character in turn, dialoguing with reason in the critical 
moment. The admirable technique displaved in the conduct of this disembodied 
evil is perhaps more readily appreciated by the reader of the novel than by the 
spectator of the play. The disengaged satirical tone of the book and its cynical 
ending would have commended it to the gentlemen of the Court of Charles II." 

— A^#w Ycrh Evening Post, 

** Mr. van Westmm's version of the play Is a new joy In novelizations. It 
has literary gmot and skilL Various little embellishments quite in harmony with 
the spirit of the dramatic version appear. He makes Dr. Nicholas a thoroughgoing 
aristocrat; it adds a touch to the tale.*'— A^#w York EPining Mail, 

** Molnar*s play is full of something more sinister than mere cleverness. Mr. 
van Westrum gives more of the idea wMch the Devil intended to convey." 

— AV«r VorJk Evening Sun, 

'*The play aside, this It an absorbing stoiy. Evetybody who 'goes to the 
Devil ' should also read iW^ATew York Globe, 

"The sophistries of Satan are set forth with infinite wit and humor and are 
made the vehicle of satirical flings at modern society.'*—- i^MiSMi Globe, 

''In the novelised form one gets a dearer idea of the symbolic meaning of the 
play. Although the tragic note is sounded, yet the novel is in essence a comedy, 
as the wit of Dr. Nicholas is always polished, despite its sinister meanings. The 
play is a remarkable play and the novel will certainly enhance its fame." 

-^Springfield Union, 

"The change from plav to novel form is an ezcelleot piece of work and 
l&akes an exceedingly reaoabfe book." — Detroit Times, 

tlmo. Qcih Bounds JUastrMied from scenes injthe play, $t*50 

& W. DILLINGHAH OCX, Pabliihefs, NEW YORK 
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The Reviewers spejA in Hie fiighest pNdse cf 

STRONGHEART 

BT 

FREDERICK R BURTON 



"Vital, significant, Mitertainlng. Unique In Ita dnn. Thcie 
art aeenat In tha book onezoelled in any pictara of hnman Ufa.** 

'^Niw Y^rk Tiwui Saimrdttjf RtvUw. 

*'Af a nord It Is antitlad to be read for entertainment, and at a 
ttodj of Indian character it is a scientific offering.** 

— Boston Ewemimg TrtmscH^. 

**The admirers of Fenlmore Cooper will be delighted to tee 
thtir fallen gods erect again." — ManthisUr (Eng.) Guardian, 

"A great story, great enough to take a place witii the dlstin- 
giilshed fiction of the ytax/*^^tw Navm ReguUr. 

"Charming and readable. *'~5)f. Paul Pianar Pnss. 

*'A strong 9(toiiy**^Buffah Expnss. 

" ThowQ^y entertainfaig.**— (Trtfff/ J?<q^ Pr$ts. 

•• Charmingly wtittUL**'--Piits6uri Past. 

** Interesting and authoritative.**— 5yrtfmr# Htrald. 

**Clote.knit, Tital, It gives a unique light on Indian life and 
Ideals. All die Indians of the story stand oat with a rude humanity, 
in strong contrast to the pallid glamor of the Pocahontas-Ramona 
tjrpe, or the lurid chromatics of the Buffalo Bill brand." 

-^Thi DtUtuaitr. 

i2mo^ Cloth tpund^ Hhuiraied^ $ijo* 



G.W. DILLINGHAM CO., Pabllshers» IVEW YORK 
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"THE PROFUGATE 

By Arthur Homblow 






** In plot, inddents, emotions, TerisimiUtode and 
style this faiteresting story ranks with the best of this 
Tear's novels. The moral tone of the story is ezcet- 
ient— « welcome norelty in ap-to-date noTels.** 



Chleaco I A ne trromgaitt ' is a good stoiy. i ne pnncipai 

nrTEM&AX I personage of the book is a youns^ man wholly giren 
■KKHH^J to gambling and dissipation. Yet the author sue* 



' The Profligate' is a good stoiy. The (>rincipal 
>nage of the book is a yo 
to gambling and dissipation, 
cessfnlly intimates instmctive reserves of decency in 
his hero and thns prepares ns to accept his final turning away from 
former pursuits under the inspiration of a good woman's affection. The 
author must be given credit for a certain originality of treatment ; the 
denouement is sufficiently dramatic and the interest admirably sustained 
to the end." 



I^^JJ^TTrllirin " There are no waits between the acts in * The 
WOBM^ I Piofligate.' The book wiU make a lot of money.** 

I^^TJJjTTJJ^j •••The Profligate' is a modem rake's progress 
NojnAMScANl centering in a mvsterious tragedy that drives the 
^mm^ihhhmI hero into exile and culminating in a series of sensa- 
tional surprises. The novUist's gifts of invention, 
his skill in inspiring and conserving interest in his important characters 
and a considerable talent for dramatic description should contribute in no 
alight degree to strengthen the grip of tlie story npon popular attention.** 



rjTTT^IT^Tni •* A thrillhig story of love, mystery and adventure, 
ImSToSbnml *'^^^ Profligate 'claims the attention at the outset 
Lmbb^^^^JI and holds it to the end. The story is dramatically 
and forcefully told and altogether is a very interest- 
ing boolc The characters are not overdrawn, the situations not im* 
pMsible, and the book will doubtiess have a large and ready sale." 



Bfr. Homblow's splendid nchieveaients with ''The Lion 
and the Mouse," and "The Bnd of the Game," must bo 
freah in the memory of all who follow current Utenturo. 



G. W. DILLINGHAM GO^ PnUiilia^ NEW YORK 
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^> The Revleivers speak in the highed praise of 

m WARRENS OF VIRGINIA 

By GEORGE CART EGGLESTON 



" Here we haye revealed some of the best of the co ndi t ioos In 
the Sonth, old and new. It is a story of intense interest ** 

---PHladilpkU Inquirer. 

** Romances of the civil war will never lose their popularity, and 
this has the additional merit of having: been written by a Confederate 
soldier who served from Bull Ran to Appomattox, and whose whole- 
some, vigorons writins:s are in great demand by readers of discrimin- 
ation.''— w4/5ait|r Timis-Unum. 

** His description of the last days of that most heroic body of 
men, the Army of Northern Virginia, will send a thrill through every 
breast.'*— T^iltf NathvilU American. 

"Vivid memories of the ghastly struggle that lasted from 1861 
to 1865, memories grown dim by the passing of years, are reawakened 
by the story of this hoclkJ^^Rickmcnd Tunts-Dispaieh. 

** It is said of Mr. Eggleston that ' no writer in the score and 
more of novelists now exploiting the Sonthem field can for a moment 
compare, in troth and Interest,' with him. He knows the old life in 
Virginia, the character, the impulses, the inspirations oi the people 
of that time and country, as no other writer now living can pretend 
to do. Better still, he is in full and generous sympathy with it alL'* 

'^Dallas ^ews. 

'* Mr. Eggleston was a Confederate soldier, and he tells a war 
story with piMity of plot and counterplot. ' The Warrens of Vir- 
ginia* will interest many readers— they will find its action sufficiently 
thrilling, and exciting incidents (ollow one another fast enoagfa in 
the taXt,'*^CMarlestm (S. C.) ATews and Courier. 

'* Many war stories have been told and many plays of the great 
conflict put upon the stage, but there b none of them more interesting 
than this simple ■tory. The love interest is strong and the character 
drawing excellent. The war atmosphere and description of campaign 
teeaes help hokl the reader's attenttoo."— /Ti^Mfi^ CkromuU. 

i2mo. Goth Bound. 
Illustrated from scenes in iheplay^ $t.SO* 

6s W« DILUNGHAM COm PoMlsbers, HEW YORK 
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Chip of the Flying U. 

Qr&M> BOWER. 



** The aamt of B. M. Bower will stand for someUiing readable ki 
tbeeetiniatioii of every man, and most every woman, who reads this fino 
new story of Montana ranch and*its &w^tn.^'^PubUsher ^ HgtaUir, 

** Its qualities and merit can be summed tip In the brief bat s«ffi» 
dent statement that It is thoroughly deUghtfol/' 

'^Alb^my Timis-Unim. 
** For strength of Interest, Thrld description, derer and convindBg 
ohsfsetar* drawng nnd literary merit It is the surprise of the year.** 

— fVaUm*s StatUmr and Prinitr. 

**It Is an appealing story told in an active style n^iich faifir 
sparUes In reproducing the atmMphere of the wild and woolly West tt 
is consistently forceful and contains a quantity of refreshing comedy,** 

'^Fhiladt^hia /Vwm. 
** Boond Id stand amoog ths famous novds of tiie year." 

^^BaiHmori A mi rkt m. 
•• •The Vlfglnlaa* has found many imitatora, but few authors hsffw 
as near duplicating Owen Wister's magnetic hero as has B. IC 
r, * Chip of the Flying U.' ^'^PkikuU^kia lUm, 
*' B. M. Bower has portrayed but few characters, but tiiese he has 
pictured with the strong and yet delicate stroke of a true master. The 
atmosphere of tiie West is perfect ; one sees and feels the vibrant, vital 
Hfs of the ranch activities all through the telling of the stonr.** 

'^CindmnaH Timet'Stor. 
*' It bri«S cw wUfa fanmor showfaig the bright and hmghing side o£ 
nnch ma. It Is a sloiy which will delightfully entertain the reader." 

'•^PHTtlatulJommaL 
** The story conlalns strength ol interest, vivid descriptions, clever 
and ooofludng charaoter drawing and Uleiaiy merits, and the ^ t lifli w^fB 
on the solocB wkh a master^s toodi.'*— u< Am^ £mmt t f fammal. 

^m. DHUWGHAIl OCX ftAIMicfi, NBW YORK 
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HHM tk$ OrUUs u^ of 

The Range Dwellers. 

BrB.NL BOWER. 



** A ekftr and hnmofon stoiy, deUglitftilljr doui nd w b oleio oi>, 
and p omeMin g enough of the dnunkdc and dangeroos element to kaqi 
tlia fmaginarion excited to the end."*-ri# NaskvUU Amtrie&m. 

*' A tifight, joUf, entertaiiing jarn withoot a doll page.* 

** One of tiie moat channfaig and appealing of all Western notels. 
There is action and Tivadtx at all times, and the reader's intereat nefcr 
swajs for an instant. The stonr is admirably written and rans akxi^ 
smoothlj at all timea."— P^'/»<r^At0 Fnu. 

** Here are erery day, genuine cowboys, just as they really cxist» 

Ed action, a range foud between two families, and a Romeo and 
conrtship in the Far West which make easy reading, ftfr. Bower 
his wihf west intimately and writes of it entertainingly.** 

— />// Moims RegUUr and Lemder, 

** Told with a good deal of homor and a lot of nnnsoal spirit A 
TBiy derer book— one that has more atmosphere than usual, and which 
can be pi^ed up at any time to fill a long felt want for excitement.'* 

-^PkUadilpkia Inquirer. 

** A tale to set the blood tingling. It is a story of the West, with 
the scene laid on a Montana cattle ranch. A stoiy well told and a stoiy 
worth reading. ''^S'il Loms RtpubUc. 

** Mr. Bower has portrayed but few characters, but these he has 
pictured with the strong and yet delicate stroke of a true master. The 
atmo«>here of^the West is perfect; one sees and feels the Tibrant Tital 
life off the ranch actlTities all through the telling of the stoiy." 

---PiiUburi DispaUK 

" Has many tdrring situations and exciting incidents illustratife of 
existence in the op9itL'*'-^Bestom Buc^eUBeacon. 

** The book is vigorous, with the brsdng open air of die Far West* 

-^Rochistir HtraUL 

i2mo, Qaih Bound 
BuutHM CeX» JOxuhMonM by CfiMfUs ML Rustttt, $tJ5 

<kW. DltUNGHAM CO., PtiUiificfi^ NEW YORK 
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